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Sad, solemn» louret and fuU of &ncies fnùle, 
She voxe ; yet wist ahe neither how nor why : 
She wût not, sîlly Mayde, what she did aile, 
Tet wist she was not well at ease peidie ; 
Tet thought it was not Love» but some Melancholie. 
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The following Diaiy Is published exactly as it WAS 
found after the death of the Author; varied onljr by the 
omission of certain names. As a real picture of natural 
and féminine feeling, the Editor hopes that it maj inte- 
rest others as much as it bas interested him. The aste* 
ri^Ls mark the places where one or more leaves had 
been tom away by the writer ; and where there may 
sometimes appear a want of continuity» The little 
Poems interspersed were foimd in another volume, the 
companion of her traveîs ; and hâve been inserted with 
regard to their dates, when dated, or to some évident 
connexion with the feelings esEpressed in the Diary, 
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A LADY'S DIARY. 



Calais, June 21. 

What young lady, travelling Ibr the first time on 
tbe continent, does not write a ^^Diaryt" No sooner 
iiave we stept on the shores of France — no sooner 
are we seated in the gay salon at Dessin's, than we 
call, like Biddy Fudge, for "French pens and French 
inky" and foiih steps from its case the morocco 
boiind diary, regularly niled and pagad, wttfi its 
patent Bramah lock and key, wberein we are to 
record and préserve ail the striking, profound, and 
original observations — the classical réminiscences 
— threadbare raptures — the poetical effusions— in 
short, ail the never-suffîciently-to-be-eiçhausted topics 
of sentiment and enthnsiasm, which must necessa- 
rily suggest themselves while posting from Paris to 
i^Taples. 

Verbiage, emptiness, and affectation ! 

Yes-^but what mnst I do then with my vohime in 
green morocco ? 

Yery true, T did not think of that. 

We bave ail read the Diart of an Invalid, the 
beat of ail diaries since oW Evelyn's.— 

Well then, — Hère beginneth the Durt of a Bluk 
Devil. 

What inconsistent beings are we !— How strange 
that in such a moment as this, I can jest in mockery 
of royself ! but I will write on. Some keep à diaiy, 
2 
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14 A ladt's diart. 

because it is the fashion — a reason why / should not ; 
some because it is 62iie, but I am not 6/tte, only a 
blue devil ; some for their amusement, amusement ! ! 
alas ! alas ! — and some that they may remémbér,-^ 
and I that I may forget* Oh l would it were possible. 
When, to day, for the first time in my life, I saw 
the shores of Ënglsmd fade away in the distance — 
did the conviction that I should never behold them 
more, bring with it one additional pang of regret, or 
one consoling thought? neither the one nor the other. 
I leave behioâ me the scènes, the objects, so long 
associated with pam ; but from pain itself I cannoi 
fly : it bas become a part of myself. I know not yet 
whethêr I ought to rejoice aiMi be thankful for tibis 
opportunity of travelling, while my mind is thus tom 
and upset ; or ratiier regret that I must visit scènes 
of interest, of splendeur, of novelty — scènes over 
which, years ago, I used to ponder widi many a sigh, 
and many a vain longing ; now that I am lost to ail 
the pleasure they coidd once bave excited ; for what 
is ail the world to me noW? But I will not weâkly 
yield : though time and I bave not been long ac- 
quainted, do I not know what miracles he << the all- 
powerful healer" can perform î Who knows but this 
dark cloud may pass away. Continuai motion, c6n- 
tmual activity, continuai novelty, the absolute nec9S- 
sity for self*commaild may do something for me. I 
cannot quite forget; but if I can cease to remember 
for a few minutes, or even, it may be, for a few hours ! 
O how idle to talk of *'iitdiUging grief:" ta& of 
indulging the rack, the rheumatism ! who ever inàilged 
grief that truly felt it 1 to ùndure is hard eaough. 

It is o*er! with its pains and ils pleasures, 

The dream of action is o'er ! 
The leelings I lavi^h'd so fbndly 

Will never return to me more. 
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SAINT GERMAINS. 15 

With a fdtb, oh ! too blîndiy believing— 

A trutfa, no uoïkmdDeBa could move ; 
My prodi^^ beart hath expended 

At once, an existence of love, 
^ ~> 

And nONT, like the spendiiirift lonaken, 

By those whom his bounty had blest, 
AU enipty, and cold, and despairiiig^, 

It shrinks in my desolate breast. 

But a ftpirit ia bvminir within me, 
Unquenck'd and unquenchable yet; 

It shaQ teach me to bear uncomplaining, 
The grief I can never forget. 

. H.ou6% Jime 25. — ^I do not pity Joan of Arc : thait 
herbîc woman only paid the price which ail must pay 
for celebrity ia some shape or other : the sword or 
the faggoty the acafibld or the field, public hatred or 
private heart-break ; wlaat matter ? The noble Bed- 
ford could not rise above the âge in which be lived : 
but that was the âge of gallantry and chivaliy, as weli 
as superstition : and could Charles the lover of Agnes 
Sorel, with dl the kni^hts, and nobles of France, look 
on while their champion, and a wornan, was devoted 
to chains and death without one effort to save her? 
It bas often been said that her fate disgraced the 
military famé of the Engliah ; it is a far foi3er blot on 
the chivalryof France. 

St. €rerraakis»Juiie 27.-^1 cannot bear this place, 
another hour in H will kiH me ; Ûtîa snltry evening ; 
thiB sielfièning 8imshîne-«^thi8 quiet, unl^ôken, boudd- 
less landacape^thQse motionless woods — the Seine 
steallng, creeping tfarough the level plains — ^the duU 
grandeur of lîie old cfaateau^ — the languid repose of 
the wfaole seene — ^instead of soothing, torture me. I 
am left wiâioat resoturce, a prey to myaelf and to 
memoiy^— to reflection, which imbitters the source of 
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sufièring, aûd tbought wlûch briogs distraction. — 
Horses on to Fttris ! Vite ! Vite ! 

Pnris, 28. — ^What saîd the witty Frenchwoman — 
Paris est le lieu du monde où Pon peut le mieux se- 
passer de bonheur ;— m tbat ease tt will suit me ad- 
mirably. 

29. — We walked and drove i^ut aQ day: I was 
amused» I marvel at my own versatility when I think 
how soon my quick spirits were ezcited by this gay, 
gaudy, noisy, idle place. The difibrent appearance 
of the streets of London and Paris is the fu-st thing 
to strike a stranger. In ihe gayest and most crowded 
streets of London the people move steadily and rapidly 
along, with a grave collected air, as if ail had some 
business in vîew ; hère, as a litàe gni observed tfie 
other day, ail the people walk about *Mike ladies and 
gentlemen going a visiting:'' the women well dressed 
and smiUog, and with a certain jaunty air, trip along 
with their peculiar mincing step, and appear as if their 
sole object was but to show themselves ; the roen ill- 
dressed, slovenly, and in gênerai ill-lookug, lounge 
indolently, and stare as if they had no other purpose 
in life but to look about them. 

July 12. '< Quel est à Paris le suprême talent? 
celui d'amuser : et quel est le suprême bonheur î 
l'amusemenf 

Then le suprême bonheur may be found every 
eyening firom nme to ton, in a walk along the Boule- 
vards, or a ramble through the Champs Ëlysées, aad 
from ten to twelve in a ludon at Tortoni's. 

Wbat an extraordtnaiy sœne was that I witnessed 
to night! how truly Frenehl Spite of myself and 
ail my melancholy musings, and ail my philosophie 
allowances for the diâforence of national character, I 
was inesistibly eompelled to snoile at some of the 
farcieal groups we encountered. In the most crowded 
parts of the tlhamps Ëlysées this evening, (Sunday) 
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there sat an old lady wtth a wrinkled yellow face and 
sharp featores, dressed m a flounced gown of dirty 
whito muslin» a pînk sash and a leghom hat tfnd 
feathere. In c«ie hend ahe held a small tray for the 
oontribudoB of amateurs, and in the other an Italian 
bravura, whîch she sang or ralher screamed ont with 
a thousand indescribable shruggmgs, contortions, and 
griinacesyand in a voice to which a cracked tea kettle, 
or a <* brassen candlestick tumed," faad seemed the 
muaîc of the sphères. A Itttle farther on we foond 
two elderly gentlemen playmg at see-saw; one an 
îmiHeBfle coipulent man of fif&en stone at ieast, the 
other a thin dwarfish miimal with grey mustaehios, 
who hdd befbre him wfaat I thought was a child, but 
on approachtng, it proved to be a hiige stone strapped 
before hun^ to render his weight a counterpoise to that 
of his huge conqmnion. We passed on, and retum* 
ing about hidf an hour aflsrwards down the same 
walkî we fonad the same vénérable paôr pursuing theîr 
edifying amusement wîth as much enthusiasm as 
beforoA 

Before tho révolution, sacrilège became one of the 
most fréquent crimes. I was told of a man who, 
hàving stolen from a church the silver box containing 
the consecrated wafers, retumed the wafers pext day 
in a letter to the Curé of the parish, havin^ used one 
ofthem to seal hh envelope, 

« i* » « # « 
li'^Bft de Inen coaler is sdll a Frenchman^s most 
admiied takni. Our handsome and tnteresting béau^ 
Ëdmmide, piques himsetf on this accompltshment, 
and is a <' conteur'' by profession. He related to us 
in die TuiUeries, yestorday, the fi^Uowing anecdote, 
vrîlh infinité grâce of elocutioa, and considérable 
effect, spite of his odd fiilsetto voice, The cifcunv 
2* 
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stances occurred at tfae time Le Noir was mimster of 
the police : I forget tfae year. 

Geneviève de Sorfoignj waa the kst of a noble 
familj: young, beauti&l, and a rich heiress, sbe 
seemed born to command ail this world could yîeld 
of happiness. When leil an orphan, at an eariy âge, 
instead of being sent to a conveni, as was then the 
universal custom, she was brougfat up under the care 
of a maternai aunt, who devoted herself to her édu- 
cation, and doated on her with an ahnost exclusive 
affi^tion. 

Geneviève resided in the country with her aun^ 
tiU she was about sîzteen ; she was then brought to 

Paris to be united to the marquis of ; it was a 

mère marriage de convenance, a family arrangement 
entered into when she was quite a child> accoraing to 
the ancien régime; and unfortunately Ibr Grenevieve, 
her affianced bridegroom was neither young nor ami- 
able ; yet more unfortunately it happened that the 
marquis's cousin, the Baron de Yillay, wha generally 
accompanied hira in fais visits of ceremony, possessed 
àll the qualifies in which he was déficient; being 
young and singularly haudsonje, << aimable,'' " spirit- 
uel." While the marquis with the good bieeding of 
that day, was bowing and paying his devoirs to the 
aunt of his intendéd (ea future ;) the youiig baroa 
with eqûal success, but in a very différent style, was 
capti vatinff« the heart of tbe nièce. Her «extrême 
beauty hàd chaimed him at the first glance, and her 
partieuity, delicately and involuntarily betrayed, sub- 
dùed every scruple, if he ever entertained any ; and 
so in the usual course of things, they were soon trre- 
trievably a&d eptrdummt in love with each other. 

Geneviève^ to much gentleness of character, united 
mach firmness. The prepiarations for (he marriage 
%venton; the to>U88eau was bought ; th|B jewels set ; 
but the moment she was aware of her own senti* 
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oients, Bhe had courage enough to déclare to her 
auDt that rather than gîve her hand to the marquis, 
whom she deteated past ail her terms of detestation, 
she would throw herself into a nunnery, and endow it 
with her ibrtune — " a verj inconsiderate resolution ;'' 
as Edmoade observed choracteristically, *^ and which 
betrayed her countiy éducation; for it would hâve 
been so easy after her marriace to form an mYonge^ 
ment with the baron, for which his relationship, and 
his intimacy with the marquis afTorded toute la com- 
moddté possible ;" this excellent and commodiouê ar- 
rangement did not however occur to Grenevieve, who 
loved, for the first time, with ail the simplicity and 
devotedness of a first passion. Tha poor aunt was 
thrown,by this unexpected déclaration, into Ûie utmost 
amazement and perplexity ; she was au desespoir ; 
such a thing had nevev been heard of or contemplated : 
but the tears of Geneviève pieva^d ; the marriage, 
after a long negotiation, was broken off, and the baron 
appeared publicly as the suitor of Geneviève. The 
marquis politely challenged bis cousin, and owed his 
life to his forbearance ; and the duel, and the cause 
of it, and the galiantry and generosity of De Yillay, 
rend^ped him irrésistible in the eyes of ail the women 
in Paris, while to aie heart of Geneviève he became 
dearer than eyer. 

To gain the faveur of the aunt was now the only 
difficidty ; she had ever regarded him with ill-con* 
cealed aversion and suspicion. Some mysteiy hung 
over his character ; there were certain reports whis- 
pered relative to his former life and conduct which it 
was equally difficult to discrédit and to disprove. Be-* 
aides, though of a distinguished family, he was poor, 
most of his ancestral possessions being confiscated 
or dissipated; and hb father was notoriously a mjOtc- 
vais sujet. Ail thèse reports and représentations ap-^ 
peared to the impassioned Geneviève mère barbarous. 
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ddumnies, invented la injure her love ; and regardîng 
herself as the primd Gauae of thèse skaders, tbey 
rather added to the strength of her attaehment* A 
reluctant consent was at last wrung ffom her auat^ 
and Geneviève was united to her lover. 

The diateau of the baron was situated in eue of 
the wildest districts of the wild and desolate eoost of 
Bretagne. The people who inhabited the cooatiy 
round were a ferocious hal&civilized race» and in ge*. 
neral desperate smugglers and pirates. They bad heen 
driven to this mode of life by a dreadful famine and 
the oppressions of the provincial taxgathererB» had 
pursued it partly from choice, partly from nécessiter.. 
They had carried on for near hsdf a century a constaot 
and systematic warfare agaînst the légal authorities of 
the province, in which they were generally victorious* 
No revenue officer or exempt dare set his foot witimi 
a certain district ; and when the tempestuous season 
or any other accident prevoated them firom followîng- 
their lawless trade on the sea, they dispersed them-» 
selves through the country in regularly organized 
bands, and committed the most formidable dépré- 
dations, extending their outrages evea as far as 8t. 
Pol. Such was their desperate oouraffe, the incre- 
dible celerîty of their movements, ana tfie ricill of 
their leaders, that though a few stra&glers had be^ 
occasionally shot, ail attempts to tfS^ am of them 
alive, or to penetrate into their secret rastnesses,. 
proved unavailing. 

The baron hiâ corne to Paris for the purpose of 
representing the disturbed state of his district to the 
government, and procuring an order from tiie minister 
of tàe interior to embody his own tenantry and de- 
pendants into a sort of mihtia Ibr the defèace of hts 
property, and for the purpo«te of brii^ng thèse ma-' 
lauders to justice, if possible. He wae at first re- 
t^ised, but aûer a few months delay, money, and tbe 
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îûterest of Genevieve's family prevailed ; the order 
was granted) and he prepared to retura to his châ- 
teau. The aunt and ail her fnends remonstrated 
against the idea of exposing hi« young wife to such 
revoJtîiig sceoes, and inaisted that she should be left 
behind at Paris ; to which he agreed with seeming 
readiness, only relèrnng the décision to Genevieve's 
own élection. She did not hesitate one moment ; 
she adored her hushand, and the thought of being 
separated from him in this early stage of their union, 
was worse than any apprehended danger : she de- 
clared hw resolution to accompany him. At length 
the matter was thus compromised : they consented 
that Grenevieve should speftd four months of every 
year in Bretagne, and the other eight at Paris, or at 
lier oncle's château in Auvergne ; in ^t, so little 
was known then in the capital, of what was passing 
in the distant provinces, that Geneviève only, bêing 
prqpared by her husbaùd, could form some idea of 
what she was about to encpunter. 

On their arrivai, the peasantry were immediately 
anned, and the château converted into a kind of 
garrison,regularlyfortified. A continuai panic seemed 
to prevail through the whole household, and she 
heiûd of nothing from moming till night but the des- 
peiate deeds of the maraudera, and the exploits of 
their capCain, to wfaom they attrtbuted more marvellous 
atrocities than weie ever related of Barbone, or Blue 
Beard himself. Geneviève was at first in constant 
terror ; findiag, however, that week aftw weëk passed, 
and the danger, though contmually talked of^ never 
appeared, she was rather ezcited and degemmyéi^, by 
Ihe continittL récurrence of thèse alarma. She woidd 
hâve been perfectly happy in her husband'a kicreasing 
and devoted tendemess, but for his fréquent absences 
in pursuit of the smugglers either on sea or on shoie, 
and the dangers to which she fancied him exposed : 
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but even those absences and thèse dangera endeared 
him to her, and kept alive ail Une romantic fenroar of 
her attachaient. He was not <Mily the lord of her 
affections, but the hero of her imagination» The time 
aUotted for her stay insensibly passed away ; Û» fbwr 
months were under different pretoices proloaged to 
six, and tben her confinement drawing near, it was 
judged safest to defer her joumey to rahs tiil aftor 
her recovery. 

Geneviève, in due time, became the mother oi a 
son : an event which filled her heart with 9 thousand 
delicious émotions of gratitude, pride, and delight. 
It seemed to hâve a very difièrent and most ine:q>li* 
cable efiect on her husblind the baron's behavioor. 
He beeame gloomy, anxious, abstractad ; and his 
absences, on varions prétests, more fréquent than 
ever : but what appeared most painfiil aad incompré- 
hensible to Grenevieve's maternai feeliags, was bis 
indifférence to his child. He woald hardly be per<- 
snaded even to look at it, and if he met it smiling in 
its nuise's airms, woold perfaaps gaze for a moment^ 
tben tum away aie fh>m an object which struck him 
wHh a secret horror* 

One day as Geneviève was sitting alone in her 
dressing room,fondIing her infant, andthinking moum- 
fuUy on tiiis change in her husbtmd's conduct, her 
femme de chambre, a faithful créature, #ho had been 
brought up with her, and accompânîed her flom Pwis, 
came into the room, pale as ashes ; and throwing 
herself at her feet, told her, that though regard Ibr 
her health had bHherto kept her silent, she couM no 
longer conceal the dreadful secret whkh weighed 
upon her spirits ; she tben proceeded to Inform the 
shuddering aïkl horror«struck Geneviève, that Ûie 
roM>ers who had excited so much terror, and were 
now supposed to be at a distance, were then actually 
in the château : that they consisted of the very scr- 
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vantfl and immédiate dépendants, with the baron him- 
self sa tbeir head. Sbe aupposed they had been lèse 
on their guaid during Genevieve's confinement; and 
manj minute circumstances bad at first awaked^ and 
then confirmed ber suspicions. Tben embracing her 
mîstress's knees» sbe besought her, for tbe love of 
heaven, to retum to Paris instantly , witb tbose of her 
ovii attendants on wbom sbe could securelj dépend» 
before they were ail murdered in tbeb- beds. 

GreneWeTe, as soon as sbe bad recoveredfrom her 
first diszy bonror and astonisbmenty weuld bave re« 
jected tbe whole as a dream,. an impossible fiction. 
Sbe thought iqpon ber husband, on ail tbat ber fond 
heart had admiied in bim, atid ail tbat till latelj sbe 
bad fonnd bim— bis noble form, bis manly beautf > 
bis higb and bonourable bearing, and ail bis lovOi 
his tmâi, bis tendemess for ber — and could &« be a 
robber, a rufiian, an assassin ? No ; tbough her 
woman's attacbment and truth were beyond suspi- 
cion, ber taie too borribly consistent for disbelief, 
Geneviève would trust to ber own sensés alone to 
confirm or disprove tbe hideous imputation. Sbe 
commanded ber maid to maintain an absolute silence 
on the subject, and leave the rest to her. 

The same evening tbe Baron informed his wife, 
that he waa obliged to set oiï before ligbt next mom- 
ing, in pursuit of a party of smugglers, who had landed 
at Saint Paul ; and tbat she must not be surprised if 
sbe missed bim at an early bour. His absence^ be 
assured ber would not be long : be sbould certûnly 
retum beibre the evening. They retired to rest earlier 
than usual. Geneviève, as it may be imagined, did 
not sleep, but sbe lay perfectly still as if in a pro- 
found slumber. About the middle of the night she 
heard her husband sofUj^ rise from bis bed and dreas 
himself ; and taking bis pistols he left the room. 
Geneviève rushed to the window whîch overlooked 
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the court jard, fout there neither horaes nor attendants 
were waiting, she flew to aâother window wfakfo com- 
ittanded the back of the château : there too ail was 
stiU ; nothing was to be seen but the raoonligfat sha- 
do ws on the pavement She hastily threw round her 
a dark eloak or wrapper, and folk>wed her husband, 
whose footsteps were still within hearing. It was 
not difficult, for he walked bIowIj, stopping eveiy now 
and then, iistentng, and apparently irresolute; he 
crossed the court» and several out-buildings, and part 
of the ruina of a former château, till he came to an 
old well, which being dry, had long been disused and 
shut up, and moving aside the trap door which co- 
vered the mouth of !t, he diaappeared hi an instant. 
Grenevieve with difficulty auppressed a ahriek of ter- 
ror. She foilowed however with a desperate courage, 
groped her way down the well, by meana of some 
broken stairs, and pursued her huBband's steps, guided 
only by the sound on the boUow damp earth. Sud- 
deiày a distant light and voices broke upon her eye 
and ear ; and stealing along the wall, she hid herself 
behind one of the huge buttresses which supported 
the vault above ; she beheld what she was half pre- 
pared to see — a party of ruffians, who were assembled 
round a board drinking. They received the baron 
with respect as their chief, but with suilen suspicious 
looks, and an ominous silence. Geneviève could 
distinguish among the faces many familiar to her, which 
she was accustoroed to see daily around her, working 
in the gardens or attending in the château ; among the 
' rest the concierge, or house steward, who appeared 
to hâve some authority over the rest. The wife of 
this man was the nurse of Grenevieve's child. The 
baron took bis seat without speakUig. After some 
boisterous conversation among the rest, carried on in 
an unintelligible dialect, a quarrel arose between the 
concierge and another villaln, both apparently intoxi-^ 
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cated ; the Baron attempted to part them« and 
the uproar became gênerai. The whole waa 
probabiy a preconcerted ptan« for from reproach- 
mg each otner, they proceeded to attack the Ba- 
Fon himself with the most injurioas epithets ; they 
accused him of a design to betray them $ they 
compared hîsi to his father, the old Baron» who 
had never flinehed from their cause, and hi|d at 
last died in it ; they said they knew well that a 
lar^e party of regular troops had lately arrived at 
Saint Bneii,and they insi&ted that it was with his 
knowledge$ that he was about to çive them up to 
jiistîce, to make his own peace with government^ 
&c. 

The concierge, who was by far the most insolent 
and violent of thèse mutineers, at length silenced 
the others, and affecting a tone of modération he 
proposed, and his proposai was received with an 
approving shont, that the Baron should gîye up his 
intant son into the hands of the band ; that thej 
shotild take him to the island of Guemsey, and 
keep him there as pledge of his father's fideiitTy 
till the regular troops were withdrawn from tne 
province. How most the mother's heart bave 
trembled and died awaywithin her ! 8he listened 
breathless for her husband's reply. The Baron 
had hitherto with difficulty restrained himself» 
and attempted to prore how absurd and unfound- 
ed was their accusation, since his safetr was in- 
Tolved in theîr's, and he would, as their leader, be 
considered as the greatest criminal of ail. His 
eyes now ilashed with fury ; he sprung upon the 
concierge likearoused tiger, and draggedhim by 
the collar from amid themutinous group. A strug- 
gie ensued, and the wretch fell, stabbed to the heart 
by his master's hand ; a crowd of ferocious faces 
3 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



2§ STOJUr OF aBNSVI£V|i. 

tben closed rmmdthe Bar<Mi-*-^eBevieve h^u:d«--* 
saw no more-— her sensés left her. 

When she recovered she was in pearfect silence 
and darknesS) and felt ii^e one awakening from a 
terrible dream; the first image which clearl^ {ure* 
aented itself to her mind was that of her cbild in 
the power of thèse ruffians, and their daggers àt 
her husband's throat The maddening thonfiht 
swallowed \ip everj other feeling, and lent her 
for the moment strensth and wings ; she rllshed 
back through the darko^ss, fearless for hersélf ; 
crossed the court, thegalleries $— ail urasstUl : U 
seemed to her affirighted imagination, that the «ha* 
teau was forsaken bj its inbabitanta* She reached 
her child's room, she flew to his cradk and drew 
aside the curtain with adesperate hand, expecting 
to fînd it emptj ; be was quietlj sleeping in his. 
beauty and innocence : Geneviève uttered a cry 
of joy and thankfulness» and fell (m the bed in 
strong convulsions. 

Manj hours elapsed before she was restored to 
herself. The first obîect she beheid was her hue-" 
band watchin^tenderly over her, her first emetion 
was joy for his safety — she dared not aak him to 
account for it. She then called for her son: he 
was brought to her, and from that moment she 
would never sufier him to leave her. With th*( 
quick wit of a woman, or rather with the prompt 
resolution of a mother, trembling for her child, 
Geneviève was no sooner sufficienttv recbvered 
to think, than she had formed her aecision and 
acted upon it ; she accounted for her sudden ill- 
ness and. terrors, under pretence that she had 
been di&turbed by a frightiul dream : she believed, 
she said, that the dulness and solitude of the châ- 
teau a&cted her sjnrits, that the air disagreed 
with her child, and that it was necessary that she 
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shonlâ îMtantly retinti to Paris. The Biron at- 
temp^ed first to rally and tlien tareason with ber: 
bè cdnsented-^then retracted his consent; seem- 
éd titesolute— b«t his affections finaily prerailed 
* over hi» suspicions, and preparatkyns were in- 
dtantly made fortheir departure, as if he intend* 
eé to accompany ber. 

« Putttng her with her maid and chiid into a tra^ 
telling carriage, he armed a few of his most con- 
fide^tial servants, and rode bj her side tiii they 
came to Saint Brieu : he ihen turned back in 
spiteof M her entreaties, promîsing to rejoin her 
at Paris within a few days. He had never during 
t|ie joumey uttered a word which couldbetray his 
kno\^ledge that she had any motive for her jour- 
Rêy, but that which she avowed t only at parting, 
he laid his ftnger expressively en his lip, and gave 
her Qiae look fuli of meaning : it could not be 
mistaken, it said» ^ Geneviève ! your husband's 
life dépends on your discrétion, and he trusts 
you.*' • She woofd hâve thrown herself into his 
arms, but he ^etitly rep^ced her in the carriage, 
ané remtfunting this' horse, rode back alone to 
the château.' . 
^Geneviève, arrived safeiy at Paris, and com- 
m^nd^ her mtiid as she valued both their lives, 
a&d om l»ain of her etemai displeasure, not to 
fareatheva sylikbie "of what had patôed ; jQrmly 
resolved that nothing should tear the terrible 
secret from hçr ownr breast: but the profound 
jUielanchily which had settled on her heart, and 
hejt pining and altered looks could not escape the 
éyes of her affectionate aunt; and her maid either 
tWu^h indiscrétion, timidity^ or a sensé of duty, 
on beiRg questioned, revealed ail she knew, and 
more than she k;iew. The aunt in a transport of 
terrer and indignation, sent information to the 
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goremor of the pdti^, aiiid Le Notr îAstattlIy 
summoned tlie ttnfortaiiate wife^tbe Baron to a 
privftte interview. 

Geneviève, theush taken by surprise, dîd not 
lose her preaeBoe^f mînd, and «t firat she steadliy 
deiiied everjr word of her isaid's depositi<mv bot 
her courage and her affection ^ere no match for 
the minister's art: when he assured her he had 
already guffieient proof of her husband's ffitiU 
aad promîsed, with jesuîtical eqvivocation» thst 
if she would confess ail she knew^hîs life should 
BOt he ^ttched, tiiat due regard^ should be had for 
the htmottr of his fitmily and her's, and that he» 
(Le l^fnx) wottld exert the power which he alone 
possessed to detèeh hîm friMii hîs présent courses, 
aad his présent associâtes^ withoat the ieast puh^ 
licitj or scaiiâai*-«he yieided» and on this pro- 
mise beingmostsolemDlyreiterateé and confirai^ 
ed bj an oath« revealed ail she fanew. 

Lia short timeafterwards,the Bamn ^sapf^eai^ 
odj and was never heard of more. In vain did 
his wretched wife appeal im Le Noîr^ and recall the 
promise he had giiien : he swere to- hei? thoft ker 
nosband still lived^ but more than i\m he^woiM 
not discoven in vain she snpplicatad, wept, «f^ 
feced ail her fortune for pecmidsioa to share hiâ 
exile if he were banished^ his dungeon, U* be were 
a prisoner — Le Noir was inexerabl». .-; • 

Geneviève, left in absolute ignorance of her 
husband's fate, tortured by asuspeo^ more dread- 
ful than the most dreadful certainty, by remorse^ 
and grie^ which refuaed ail tiomfort, died broken- 
hearted : what became of the Baron was never 
known. r 

I could not learn exactly the fate of his son : 
it is ^id that he lived to maû's estate, that he 
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te«k the nailte of hi^ mother's family» and 4ied 
a violent death durioethe dévolution. 

^ Maj not this singuTar anecdote be the founda- 
tion of ail the taies Df^nysteriotta freebootera and 
sentittental birayos, which hâve been written since 
^be diUe of itaiMXttrrence? not unlikely at least» 
July 27.— A conversation .with S** alwajrs 
leaves me sad. Gan it then be possible that he is 
right ? No» no ! mj understanding rejects the 
îdea with indignation, mj whole heart reçoils from 
it ; yet if it should be^o ! what then : bave I been 
tiU now the dupe and the victim of faotitioiis feel- 
ing? virtue»honottr» feeling,generosity, jeu are then 
but ivords, signîfjing nothing ! Yet if this vain phi- 
losophjr lead to happiness, would not S** be hap* 
pj? it is évident he is noU When he said that 
tkQ ofc^ect existed net in this world which could 
Uad htm twentjr yards ont of his way, did thia 
Sound like happinessP I reraember that whiie 
he Si^ke» instead of leelin^ etther persuaded or 
eonvinced bj bis captivatins éloquence, I was 
perplexed and distressed; f mjfered a painful 
compassion, and tears were in my eyes. I, who 
80 ouen bave pitled myself, pitied hira at that 
momenta tbeusand tîmesmere; I thought^ I would 
not buy tranqnîHity at such a prtce as ne has paid 
for it. Yet j^he should be ri^t ? that if, ivhieh 
every now and then su^;e8ts itself, is terrible; 
ît shakes me in the.utmost receases of my heart. 
%**, in spite of myseif, and in spite of ail that 
with most perverted pains^ he has made hirnsel^ 
(so différent from wbat he once was) can charm 
and interest, pain and perplex me:— not so D*^ 

another disciple of the same school : he inspires 

me with the stron^st antîpathy I ever felt for a 

human being. Insignificant and disagreeable in 

3» 
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his appeartncc^, he looks as if ail th*^ bile tmder 
heaten kké fotind its wa^ into hi8'ooni|>lexioii« 
and ail the inferaal irodj of a Mephistopheles 
wto his turned up tiose and insolent curledlip. 
He is, he 9agi he is, an atheist. a piaterîalist, a 
•ensualist : the pains he takes to déprave and da^ 
grade kis nature, render him«o disgusting, that I 
could not even speak in his présence ; I dreaded 
least he shonld enter into conversation with me. 
I might hâve spared mjself the fear. He piques 
hinself on his utter contempt for, and disregard 
of women ; and after ail, is not himseif worthj 
thèse words I bestow on him.. 

****** 

August S5«— "Hère begias I hope a new eera^ I 
hâve had a long and dangerous illness^ the crisis 
perhaps of ivhat I hâve been suffering for months. 
Contrarj to my own wishes and to the expecta- 
tîons of others, 1 live; and trusting in God that I 
hâve been preserved for some wiseand good pur- 
pose, am therefore thankful; even supposing I 
shonld be reserved for new trials* I cannot sure- 
ly in this world suffer more than I hâve suflfered ; 
it is not possible that the same causes can be again 
combined to afflict me. 

How trulj can I saj, few and evil hâve- my days 
been ! may l not say as truly, I hâve not weakiy 
yidded, I hâve not ** gone about to cause my heart 
to despair," but hâve striven, and not in vain ? I 
took the remédies they gave me, and was grateful; 
I resi^ed myself to Iwe, when had I but willed 
it» I might hâve died ; and when to die and be at 
rest, seemed to my sick heart the only covetable 
boon. 
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LE ftOUTAXRK^ Si 

bt.'8.p^A terrible anniveisarj at Parte— 
fitill iil aad veiy nceak. Ëdinonde «a»e, " pinir 
me desenuyei^" be bas soal eoongli to bear a good 
deal of weasblg dowiL But wbether the fine 
qualities be fmsaefiaee mîll imvn to good or evil, h 
hard #o telk it is évident bis character bas not 
yet 8ettled« ît vibrâtes atiii aa nature iaclinesbioi 
to]W)od, and ail tbe circumstances arauad hiui, t« 
evn ; we talked as ùsual of womefi, of gallantry, 
of the Frencb and Ënglisb cbaracter ; of nation- 
al préjudices $ 4of Sbakspeare and Racine, (oever 
faîMng subjects of discussion») and be read aioud 
Delille's Catacombs de Rome, witb great feeling, 
animation, and dramatic effect. 

La mode at Paris is a spell of wondrous power: 
it is most like what v/e snould call in Ensland a 
rage, a mania, atorrent sweepingdown tbe poiinds 
between good and evil, sensé and nonsense, upon 
whpse surface straws and ege-shells float into no- 
toriety^ wbile tbe gold and tbe marble are buried 
and hidden till its force be spent. Tbe rage for 
cashmeres and little dogs, bas latel y given way to 
a rage for Le Solitaire, a Romance written, I be- 
Heve, by a certain Vicompte d'Arlincourt Le 
SoUtaire rules the imagination, the taste, the dress 
of balf Paris: if yoii so to the théâtre, it is to 
see the " Solitaire," either as traçedy, opéra, or 
mélodrame: the men dress their nair and throw 
their cloaks about them à la Solitaire^ bonnets 
and caps, flounces and ribbons are ail à la Soli- 
taire; the print shops are full of scènes from Le 
Solitaire; it is on every toilette, on every work 
table ;-^ladies carry it about in their réticules to 
show each other that they are à la mode ; and the 
men»— .what can they do but humble their nnder- 
standings and be extasiés^ ivhen beautiful eyes 
sparkle in its defence, and glisten in its praise. 
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$3 PARIS BT MooMLxaar. 

aiidrut^ lip8 proBounce it, tËvine, delilbioas,. 
^^ quelle sublimité dans les descriptions, quelèe 
force dans les oaincteres ! quelle ànfe ! feu l chai* 
eiur ! verve ! originalité ! passion !V &c. 

*< Vous n'avez pas ki le. SMttaîre ^^ said Mad- 
ame M« yesterdaj; " eh mon dieu ! il eatdone pos- 
sible ! V0US.P mais, ma chère, vous êtes perdue d» 
Imputation, et pour jamaiâ !'' 

To retrieve my lost réputation, I sat down to 
read Le Solitaire, and as I read, my ama^emémt 
g«ew, and I did in '^ gaping wonderment afa^und," 
to think that fashion, like the insane root of 0hi, 
had power to drive a whole city mad with non- 
sensé; for such a tissue of abominable absurdi- 
ttes, bombast,'«and blasphemy, bad taste and bad 
language, was never surely indited by any mad 
man^ in or out of Bedlam : not Maturin himseif, 
that king of fustian, » * 

•* evep wrote or borrowed 

Any horrop half so horrid !" 

and this is the bock which has turned the brains 
of half Paris, which has gone through fifteen édi- 
tions in a few weeks, which not to admire is "pi- 
tpyable^^^ and not to hâve read "quelque clu>9c 
(PinomeJ^ « 

The objects at Paris which hâve most struck me» 
hâve beenthose least vaunted. 

The view of the city from the Pont des Arts^ 
to-nîght, enchanted me. As every body who 
goes to Rome views the Colosseum by moonligbt» 
so nobody should leave Paris without seeiog the 
eiTect from the Pont des Arts, on a fine moonlight 
night:— 

" Earth hath not any thîng to show more fair." 

It is singular I should hâve felt its influence 
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at ftoch a moment: It appean to me thtt thèse 
who from feelisg too> s^ngiy, hâve leanit to cen- 
sider too deeply, becôme lésa seneible to the workt 
ef art, and more alive to Dature. Are there not 
tinee wben we tam with indîSereBce from the 
fimest pictiiffe or statee*-^the most improTing book 
-«-«the moet amamng poem; and wben the verj 
commonest, and every-day beauttes of nature» a 
soft evenîng, a lorelj lanoacape, the moon rîding 
inherg^ery threugh aclouded skj, withoat fore* 
ing or asking attention» sink into our hearts ^-* 
tkejr do not console ; thej aometimes add poîg- 
nancy to pain ; bat atill the y haye a power« and 
do not speak in vain: tkey become a part of us ; 
and never are we as inclised taclain kmdred with^ 
natace» as wben sorrow bas lent us ber moarnifttl 
^sp9tU3io^ At tlM time I€elt this (and how ma-* 
ny hâve &It it as deeply, and «nireBsed it better) 
t did not think ii^ stili less could I hâve amd it; 
but I ha?e pleasure in recording the past impres* 
sions. !' On rend mieux compte de ce qu W a 
senti qae de ce qu*on sent^. 

****** * 

September 8.— Paris is crowded with English, 
aAd I do noi wonder at it : it is^ on the i^hoie, a 
pleasant place to live îft. l like Paris, though I 
shall quit it ivîthoift regret as soon as I hâve 
strangÔi to travel. Hère the social arts are ca»- 
ried to perfection — above ail, the art of conversa- 
tiéh : every one talks much and talks well. In 
fhis multiplicity of words it must happen of course 
. that a certain quantum of ideas is intermixed ; and 
somehow or otfaer, by dint (^ listening, talking, 
and looking about them* people do learn, and in- 
fiwmatidn w a certain point is gênerai. Those 
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n^'hâte knofwled^ arc not shy of împartîng R, 
and tiiose whoare ignorant, take care not to seem 
Bo ; but are sometimes agreeable» often anrasing, 
and seldom béte» — ^no where hâve I seen unformed 
sheepish beya^ no where the sorliness, awkward- 
neas, vngraciousness, and nneasj protid bashful- 
ness I bave seen in tbe beat compantes in Bnelandt^ 
Our French friend Lucien bas, at fifteen, ^e air 
and conversation of a finished gentleman ; and 

our English friend C is at eiehteen, the veri- 

est log of a lumpish schoolboy tnat ever entered 
a room, What I bave seen oi soçiety, I like : the 
deiicious climate too, the rich skies, the.clear 
elaatic atmosphère, ûi^atit of doora llfe the peo- 
Blelead, are ail (in aummer atleast) del^htftd.^ 
There maj be less confort hère ; but nobod j fieek 
the want of it ; and there is certainlf more amuse- 
ment — ^and amusement is hère trulj ^^ le^ suprême 
bonheur;" happiness« according ;to the Frenclr 
meaning of the word, lies more on the surface .o& 
life ; it is a sort of happiness which is cheap aod 
ever at hand. This is the place to iive in for the* 
merrj ppor man, or the onelancholy rich Que^ for 
those wno bave too much monej, and those whe 
bave too little ; for those who onlj wish like the 
Irishman»*' to Iive ail the days of their îifc," — -pren" 
dre en légère monnoie la somme des plaisij^s-r^bvit t^ 
thé thinking, the feeling,the domesfic man, who 
only exista, enjoys, suffers through bis affections— 

" Who k retired as noontMe dew. 
Or fountain in a noonday grove— ** ^ 

to such a one, Paris must be nothîng better than 
a vast frippery shoç, an ever varying galanty^ 
show, an etemal vaaity fair, a vortex of tolly, a 
pandemonium of vice. 
September 18.— Our imperials arc packed, our 
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MBsports ÙQed, and we set off to«morr«w fer 
Geneva» bj Dî^on and the Jura. I leave nothing 
behind me to regret, I see nothing before me to 
fear« and bave no hope but in change > and now 
ail that remains to be said of Parisy and ail its 
wonders and ail its vanities» ail its glories and ail 
its galettes» are they not recorded in ail the pon* 
derous chronicles ot most veracious tourists^^and 
what can I add thereto P - 

Geneva» Saturday night» 11 o'clock. 

Oan it be tiie *<blae rnshing of the arrowj 
Éhone^' Ihearfrom my window ? Shall I hear tt 
to-morrow, when I wake ? Hâve I seen, hâve î 
feK the realitj of what I hâve so often inia^ined ? 
aod much, much more. How little do I feel the 
cmtret^mps and privatkms whîch affect others — 
and leel them otdy because they affect others ! To 
mie they are nothing ; I hâve in a few hoùrs stor- 
ed my mtnd with imaees of beauty and grandeur 
which will last through my whole existence. 

Vet I know I am not singular» others hâve feit the 
same; others» who» capable of "drinkin^ in the 
80ul of things,** bave viewed nature less with their 
eyes than tneir hearts. Now I feel the value of 
my own enthusiasm : now am I repaid in part for 
many pains and sorrows and errors it bas cost 
me. Though the natural expression of that en- 
thusiasm be now repressed and restrained, and 
m'y spirits subdued by long illness, what but en- 
thusiasm could eievate my mind to a level with 
the sublime objects round me, and excite me to 
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pour out my whoie heart.ia admiratioii as I iM 
now ! how deeply they hâve penetrated into my 
imagination !<—^autiful natura ! If I coald but 

! infuse into you a portion of my own exiatoBce^ as 

: you hâve become a part of mine-— if I coold but« 
bid yott reflect back my aoul, as it reflects baek 
ail your magnificence, l would make you my onlr 
friend, and wish np other, content ^' to loYe eartk 

V^only for ils carthly sake*" 

I am 80 tired to-nieht, I can say nothing of the 
Jura, nor of the superp ascent of the mountain^to 
me 80 noveU so astonishing a scène ;• nor of the 
cheerful brilliance of the morning sua, illuminât- 
ine the high cliffs, and throwing the deep woody 
valleys into the darkest shadow ; nor of tbe- £ur 
distant plains of France seen between the UU% 
and melting away into a soft vapoury ligbt; mw 
of Morey, and its delicious strawberries and b»-* 
ney-comb ; nor of that never to be forgotten rao* 
ment, when turning the corner of tlia road, as ît 
wound round a cliï near the summit, vre bohdd 
the lake and city of Geneva spread at our feet* 
with its magnificent back-ground of the ItaUan 
Alps, peak beyond peak, snow-crowned ! and 
Mount Blanc towerins over ail ! No description 
had prepared me forthis prospect; and the first 
impression was rapturous surprise i but by de- 
grées the vastness and the huge ^antic features 
of the scène, pressed like a weight upon ^* my ama- 
zed sprite^'' and the feeling of its immense ex- 
teut, tatigued my imagination, till my spirits gave 
way in tears. Then came remembrances of tbose. 
I ought to forget, blending with ail I saw.a deeper 

, power — ^raisinç up émotions, long buried, though 
not dead, to fright me with their résurrection, I 
was 80 glad to arrive bere, and shall be so glad to 
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8ie«p— even tbe duH sleep which lawianum brings 
me. 

Oct li^When iiext I submit (having the pow- 
cr to avoidit,) to bc crammed intoa carnage, and 
cairied from {riace to place, whether I would or 
not, and be set dowu at the stated points de vue, 
wliile a détestable laquais points out what I am to 
admire, I shall deserre to endure again what I en- 
dured to-day. As there was no possibilité of re- . 
lief, I resigned myself to my fate, and was even 
amused by the absurdity of my own situation. We 
went to see the junction oi the Arve and the 
Rbone ; or rather to see the Arve pollute the rich, 
Uue, transparent Rhône, wîth its turbid waters. 
The day washeayy, and the clouds rolled in pro- 
digioas masses along the dark sides of the moun- 
tains, frequently hiding them from oar view, and 
aubatitoting for their graceful outlines and ever 
▼aryins contrastof tint and shade, an impénétra- 
ble veilof dark gray vapour. 

5d.— We took a boat and rowed on the lake for 
dbovit two hours. Our boatman, a fine handsome 
athletic figure, was very talkative and intelligent. 
He had been in the service of Lord Byron, and 
was with him in that storm between La Meille- 
rie and St Gingough, which îs described in the 
third canto of Chilae Harold. He pointed out, 
amonçthe beautifiil villas, which adorn the banks 
on eithei; aide, that in which the empress Joséph- 
ine had resided for six months, not long before her 
death. lYhen he spoke of her, he rested upon his 
oars to descant upon her virtues, her generosity, 
her afiability, her goodness to the poor, and his 
countenance became quite animatea with enthur 
siasm. Hère, in France, wherever the name of 
Joséphine is mentioned, there seems to exist but 
one Koling, one opinion of her beneficence and am- 
4 
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ahitUé of characien Our boatmaa had alaa rowed 
Marie Louise acroas ihe lake, on her way to Paria; 
he gare ^g no very captivatiiig picture of ker. He 
d^scribed her as ** grande, bhniie, bienfmtey et <ar- 
tremement fièrt. The day being rainy and ^oo« 
my, her attendants begged of her to derer tbe pas- 
sage for a short time, till the fogs had cleared 
awaj, and discovered ail the heauty of the sur^ 
rounding shores» 8he replied haugatilj and aa- 
grtij, <' Je veuxiaire ce que je veux— «liez tou- 
jours.'' 

M. le Baron-^whom we knew at Paris, told me 
several deliffhtfol anecdotes of Joséphine; fae.was 
attached to her household, and high in her eon«- 
fidepce. Napoléon sent him on the very mornifig 
of his second nuptials, with a message and billet 
to the ex-empress. On hearing that the cere- 
mony was performed which had passed her sceptre 
into the hands of the proud, cold-hearted Austrî^- 
an, the feelings of the woman overcarae every 
otiier. She burst into tears, and wringiw her 
hands, esclaiming, '* Ah 1 au moins, qu'u soit 
heureux !" Napoléon resigned this estimable airà 
amiable créature to narrow viewa of selfish policy, 
and wilh her his good genius fled : he deservêd 
it, and verily he hath had his reward. 

We drove after dinner to Copet, and tbe 
Duchess de Brogiîe being absent, haa an opporta^ 
nity of seeing the château. AU things " were there 
of ner" — of her, whose eenuine worth excused« 
^vhose ail corn manding talents eclipsed, whatever 
failings belon^ed to the weakness of her sex, and 
her warm feelings and imagination. The sei^ai^t 
gîrl who showed us the apartments had been fif- 
teen years in Madame de Stad's servicc*-i- 
All the servants had remained longin the.&mily, 
** elle était si bonne et si charmante maitt«8se !" 
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PANORAMA OF XAUSANNB. M 

A pîcture of Madame de Staël when joung, gar^ 
me the idea of a fine countenance and figure, 
though the features were irregnlar. In the bast. 
the expression is not so prepossessiir^ :— there tht 
colour and brilliance of her splendid dark eyes» 
the finest feature of her face, are of course quite 
lost. The bust of M. Rocca was standing in the 
Baron de Stael's dressîng room: I was more 
stnick with it than anj thing I saw» not only as a 
chef d'œnvre, but from the perfect and regular 
beautj of the head, and the charm of the eipres* 
sîon. It was just such a month as we mieht sup- 
pose to hâve uttered his well known repîy— ^ Je 
Paifnerai tellemmty qu^elle finira par m^aîmerJ 
Madame de Staël had a son by this marriage^ 
who has just been brought home by his brotber 
the Baron, from a schooi in the neighbourhood» 
He is about seven years old. If we may believt 
the servant, Madame de Staël did not acknow- 
tedge this son till just before her death; and 
she described the wonder of the boy on being 
brought home to the château, and desired to call 
Monsieur le Baron ** Mon frère" and <• Auguste." 
This part of Madame de Stael's conduct, seems 
incompréhensible ; but her death is récent, the 
circumstances little known, and it is diffîcult to 
judge her motives. As a woman, as a wife she 
mi^t not bave been able to brave « the world's 
ëread bugh" — ^but as a mot her? 

We hâve also seen Ferney— a place which did 
not interest me much, for 1 hâve no sympathies 
with Voltaire $ and some other beautitul scènes 
in the neighbourhood. 

The Panorama exhibited in London just before 
1 leftit, is wonderfuUy correct, with one pardon- 
able exception; tbe artist did not venture to make 
the waters of the lake of the intense uitramarine 
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40 PANORAMA OF LAUSAKNK. 

tinged with violet as t now see them berore me; 

•• So darkly, deeply, bcautifully bîue.** 

It would hâve shocked Ëndish ejes as an ex- 
aggeration, or rather impossibilitj. 

THE PANORAMA OF LAUSANNE. 

Now blestfor ever be that heavcn sprung art 
Which can transport ns in its magie power 
From ail the turmoil of the busy crowd, 
From the gaj haunts, where pleasure is ador'd 
'Mid the hot sick'ning glare of pomp and light ; 
And fashion worship'd by a gaudy throng 
Of heartless idlers — from the jarring world 
And ali its passions, follies, cares and crimes— 
And bids us gaze, even in the city's heart. 
On such a scène as this !— fairest spot ! 
If but the pictur'd semblance, the dead image 
Of thy majestic beauty, hath a power 
To wake such deep delight; if that blue lake^ 
Over whose lifeless breast no breezes pla}^, 
Those mimic mountains robed in purple light» 
Yon painted verdure that but seems to glow ; 
Those forms unbreathing, and those motionless 

woods, 
Abeauteous mockery ail*— can ravish thus, 
What would it be, could we now gaze indeed 
Upon thy living landscape ? could we breathe 
Thy mountain air^ and listën to thy waves, 
As they run rippling past our feet, and see 
That lake lit up by dancing sunbeams— and 
Those light leaves quivering in the summer air; 
Or linger some sweet eve, juston this spot 
Where now we aeem to stand, and watch the star& * 
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Flash into spl^dour one bj one, as night 
Steals overyon snow-peaks, and twilîgKt fades 
Behind the steeps of Jura ! hère, O hère i 
Mid scènes where Genius» Worth and Wisdom 

dwelt,* 
IVhîch fanc^ peopled with aglowing train 
Of most divine créations— Hère to stray 
'With ont most cherished, and in loving eyes 
Read asweet comment on the wpnders round-— 
^iVouId this indeed be bliss ? would not the soûl 
Be lost in its own depths ? and the full heart 
Ijanguish with sensé of beauty unexnrest* 
And faint beneath its own excess of life ? 



Saturdajw— Quitted Geneva, and siept at St* 
Maurice. I was iil during the last few days of 
our stay, and thereforc left Geneva with the iess 
resret. I suffer now so constantlj, that a day 
toferably free from pain seems a blessing for 
which I can scarce be sufficiently thankfui. Such 
was yesterday. 

Our road lay along the soulli bank of the lake, 
throuçh Evlan, Thonon, St. Gingough : and on the 
opposite shores we had in view successively, Lau- 
sanne, Yevai, Cfarens, ahd Chilloif. A rain storm 
pursued, or rather alroost surrounded us the whole 
morning ; but we had the good fortune to escape it. 
We travelled faster than it could pursue, and ît 
seemed to retire before us as we approached. The 
cffect wae surprîsiogly beautiful 5 for whîle the 
two extremîties of the Iake were discoloured and 
enveloped in gloom, that part opposite to us was 
as blue and transparent as heaven itself, and 

* Rou8seaU| Voltaire, Gibbon, Be Staël, Lord Byrori, 

4* 
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almost as briebt. Orer VeTai, a» we viewed iî 

from La Meillerie, rested one end of a gloriovd 
rainbow ; the other extremitv appeared to toueh 
the bosom of the lake, and snone vividlj a^însl 
the dark mountainâ above Chilien. La Meillerie 
-^Ve^aî! what magie in those name»! tind O 
\vhat a power has genius to hallow with iti lovelj 
créations, scènes alreadj so layishlj adorned by 
naturel It was not, however, of St. Preux I 
thought as I passed under the rock of the Meille- 
rie. Ah ! how înuch of happiness, of enjoyment, 
hâve I lost in being forced to stniggle against my 
feelings, instead of abandoning myself to thera ! 
but surely I hâve donc right. Let me repeat it 
aeain and agaân to myself, and let that thought» 
if possible, strengthen and console me. 

Monday. — I hâve resolved to attempt no de- 
scription of scenery; but my pen is fascinated. 
I înust note a few of the objects which struck me 
to-day and yesterday, that I may at will combine 
them hereafterto my mind's eye, and recall the 
glorious pictureslbeheld,as wetravelled through 
the Vallais to Brig: the swoilen and turbid, (no 
longer " blue and arrowy") Rhône, rushing and 
roaring along; the eigantic mountainsin alitheir 
endless variety of mntastic forms, which enclosed 
us round, — their summits now robed in curling 
clouds, and then, as the winds swept them aside, 
glittering in the sun-shine; the little villages 
perched like eagles' nests on the clift's, far, far 
aboveour heads j the deep rocky channels through 
v^^hich the torrents had madly broken a way, tear- 
ing through every obstacle till they reached the 
Rhône, and marking their course with dévastation; 
the scène of direful ruin at Martigny ; the cata- 
racts gushing, bounding from the living rock, 
and plunging into some unseen abyss below ; even 
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th^ «lHrttb9«Md the fruit tre^> whîch in the wider 
p^ts of the vallej bordered the road sîde; the 
viaeSy the rich scarlet barberries, tlie apples and 
pearâ whiçh we might hâve gathered bj extend- 
uije our hauds ; — ail and each when I recall tbem 
^fll rise up a vivid picture before m y own fancy ; 
•»— but never could bc truly represented to the 
mînd of another— ^t least through the médium of 
Words. 

Aad jet, with ail its wonders and beauties, this 
day's journey has not enchanted me like Satur- 
day's. The sc^er^ then, had a différent species 
of beauty, a deeper interest — when the dark blue 
skj waa above our heads, and the transparent 
lake shone another heaven at our feet; and the 
recollection of great and clorions names, and vU 
sioAS of poetrjy fancy, and idéal forms more lovely 
than ever trod this earth, hovered around us :— • 
4tnd then those thoughts which would intrude — 
remembrances of the far-off absent, who are or 
bave been loved, mingled with the whole, and 
shed an imaginary splendour or a tender interest, 
oyer Scènes which required no extraneous powers 
to enhance their natiye loyeliness, — ^no charm 
borrowed from imagination to embellish the ail- 
beautiful reality. 

Duomo d'OBSola«-rWhat shall I sayof themar- 
vellous, the miraculous Simplon? Nothing— 
everjr body has said already, eyery thîng that can 
be said and exclaimed. 

In our descent, as the valley widened, and the 
stem terrifie features of the scène assumed a 
rentier character, we came to the beautiful vil- 
lage of Davedro, with its cottages and vineyards 
spread over agreen slope, between the mountains 
and the torrent below. This lovely nook struck 
me the more from its contrast with the région of 
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snows» cIoQda, and barren rocka, io which our 
ejea had been for aeveral hours accustomed. la 
such a spot as Davedro, I fancied I should wisfi 
to Kve, could I in Hfe assemble round me, ail that 
mj craving heart and boundless spirit désire;—* 
or dicy when life had exhausted ail exciteœent, 
and the subdued and weary soûl had learned to 
be content with repose :— but not till then* 

We are now in Italy ; but hâve not y et heard 
the soft sounds of the Italian lan^uase. tlowever, 
we read with great satisfaction the Italian deno* 
mination of our Inn, " La grande Alberga délia 
Villa" — called out " Camerierel" instead of 
" Garçon !'* — plucked ripe grapes as they hune 
from the treillaees above our neads, — ^gathered 
green figs fromiSe trees,barstingandluscious,— 
panted with the intense beat — ^intense and over- 
powering from its contrast with the cold of thé 
Alpine régions we had jnst left— and fancied we 
began to feel 



• cette vie ennivrante, 



Que le soleil du sud inspire à tous les sens. 

11 at night.— Fatigue and excitement hâve 
lately proved too much for me : but I will not 
sink. — 1 will yet bear up; and when a daj thus 
passed amid scènes like those of romance, amid 
ail that would once hâve charmed mjtroagination, 
and enchanted m y sensés, brings no real pleasure, 
but is ended, as now it ends, in tears, m bitter- 
ness of heart, in languor, in sickness, and in pain 
•—ah! let me remember the lesson of résignation 
I hâve lately learned ; and by elevatiog my 
thottghts to a better world» turn to look upon tfaie 
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misérable affections whîch hâve agttated me hère 



as 



-* 



Could I butbecome as insensible, as regardless 
of the painful past as 1 am of thc ail lovely pré- 
sent ! Why was I proud of my victory over pas- 
sion? alas ! what avails itihat I hâve shaken the 
viper from my hand, if I hâve no miraculous an- 
tiaote against the venom which has mingled with 
my life blood, and clogged the puises of my heart î 
But the antidote of Paul— ^ven faith — may it not 
be mine if I duly seek it ? 

Arona, on the Banks of the Lago Mag^ore. 
Rousseau mentions somewhere, that it was 
once.his intention to place the scène of the He- 
loïse in the Borromean Islands* What a French 
. idea ! How stran^elj incongruous had the pas- 
toral simplicity ofhis lovers appeared in such a 
scène ! It must hâve changed, if not the whole 

Îlan, at least the whole colouring of the taie, 
magine la divine Julie tripping up and down 
the artificial terraces of the Isola Bella, among 
flower pots and statues, and colonnades and grot- 
tes 5 and St. Preux sighing towards her, frora 
some trim fantastic wilderness in the Isola Ma- 
dré! 
The day was heavenly, and I shall never for- 

Î;et the sunset, as we viewed it reflected in the 
ake, which appeared at one moment an expanse 
of living fire. This is the first we hâve seen of 
those enulgent sunsets with which Italy will make 
us familiar. 

♦ The Sentence whîch foUows îs so blotted as to be il* 
le|^ble,-^d. 
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Milan.— Our journey yesterday, through ih% 
flat fertile plains of Lombardy, was not very in- 
tcresting ; and the want of novclty and excitc- 
ment made it fatiguin^— in spite of the match- 
less roads and the celerity with which we travel- 
led. 

"Whatcver we may think of Napoléon in Eng- 
land, it is impossible to travel on the continent, 
and more particnlarly through Lombardy^ with- 
out beinçstnick wiln^he magnificence and vast- 
ness of his public works^— eitncr designed or cxc- 
cuted. He is more regrettcd hère than in France ; 
or rather he has not been so soon banished from 
men's minds. In Italy he foUowed the rational 
poKcy of depressing the nobles, and providing oc- 
cupation and amusement for the lower classes. 
I spoke to-day with an intelligent artisan, who 
pointed out to us a hall built near the public 
walk by Napoléon, for the people to dance and 
assemble in, when the weatner was unfavourable. 
Theman concluded some veryanimated andsen^ 
siblè remarks on the late events, by adding cx- 

gressively, that though many had been benefited 
y the change, there was to him and ail others of 
his class as much différence between the late 
reîgn and the présent, as between Por et le fer. 

The silver shrine of St. Carlo Borromeo, with 
ail its dazzUng waste of magnificence, struck me 
with a feeling of melancholy and indignation. 
The gems and gold which lend such a horrible 
splendour to corruption ; the skeleton head, grin- 
niDs ghastly under its inyaluable coronet; the 
skeleton hand supporttngacrozierglitteringwith 
diamonds, appeared so frightful, so senseTess a 
mockery of tne excellent simple-minded and be- 
nevolent beingthey were intended tohonour, that 
1 could but wonder, and escape from the^aight aâ 
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quicldy as possible. The Daomo is ou the wbole 
more remarkable for the splendour of the maierialf 
than the good taste witn which it is emplojed ; 
the statues which adorn it inaide and ont, are suf- 
ficient of themseWes to form a verj respectable 
congre^tion : they are four thousand in number. 
9th. xuesday^/^-^We gare the morning to the 
churches, and the evening to the Ambrosian li* 
brarj* Thedajwas» on the whole, more fatiguing 
tban edifjing or amusing. I remarked whatever 
waa remarkable» admired ail that is usuallj ad- 
mired, but brought awaj few impressions of no- 
veltj or pleasiire. The objects which principallj 
struck my capricious and fastidions fancj, were 
preciselj those which passed unnoticed bj everjr 
one else ; and are not worth recording. In the 
firat charch we visited» I saw a yrane ^rl re« 
spectably, and eren elegantlj dressed, in the 
beautiful costume of the A^nlanese» who was kneel- 
îog on the tMiTement before a crucifix, weeping 
bitterljy and at thç same time fanning herself most 
vehemently with a larse ^reen tan* Another 
churd^ (St Alessandro, I think) was oddly déco- 
rated for a Christian temple. A statue of Venus 
stood on one side of the porch, a statue of Her- 
cules on the other. The two divinittes» whose 
attributes could not be mistaken, had been con- 
verted from heathenism into two verj respectable 
saints. I forget their Christian names^ Nor is 
this the most amusing metamorphosis I hâve seen 
hère. The transformation of two heathen divi- 
nities into saints, is matched bj the apotheosis of 
two modem sovereigns into pagan aeitîes. On 
thefriesce of the BtUle^ adioining the Amphithéâtre, 
there is a head of Napoléon, which bj the addi- 
tion of a beard, has been converted into a Jupiter; 
and oa the opposite side, a h^ad of Joséphine» 
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whicb, beiiif already beantifal and digaified» bas 
required no altération, except in name, to beeome 
a creditable Minerva. 

lOth.— At the Brera, now called the «Palaee 
of tl)e Art8 and Sciences»" we apent soine de« 
li^htful hours. There is a numerous collection of 
pictures by Titian, Guido, Albano, Schidone, the 
three Carraccis, Tintoretto, Giorgione, &c. Sonne 
old paintings in fresco bj Luini and others of hia 
âge were especiailj pointed ont to us, ivhich had 
been eut from the walls of churches now destroy- 
ed. They are preserved hère, I présume, aa cu« 
riosities, and spécimens of the profpess of the 
arts, for they possess no other ment— none at 
least that I could discover. Hère is the " Mar« 
riage of the Virgin," by Raffaelle, of which I had 
often heard. It disappointed me at the first 
glanée, bat charmed me at the second, and en- 
chanted me at the third. The unobtrusive grâce 
and simplicity of Raffaelle, do not immediately 
strike an eye so unpractised, and a taste so un- 
formed as mine still is ; for though I hâve seen the 
best pictures in Ëngland, we hâve there no oppor- 
tnnity of becoming acquainted with the two di- 
vinest masters of uie Italian art, Ra&aelle and 
Corr^gio. There are not, I conceive, half a do- 
zen of either in ail the collections together, and 
those we do possess, are far from being among 
their best efforts. But Raffaelle must not make 
me forget the Hagar in the Brera : the affecting 
—the inimitable Hagar ! what agony, what up- 
braiding, what love, what helpless désolation of 
heart in that countenance ! I may well remember 
the deep pathos of this picture ; for the face of 
Hagar has haunted me sleeping and wakine ever 
since I beheld it. Marvel lous power of art ! that 
mereinanimate forms> and colours compounded of 
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Kosft materiaiif shoald thu9 IWe— -thua speak-^ 
us. stand a soul-felt présence before us, and 
from the senseless board or canvass, breathe into 
our hearts a feeling, bejond what the most im- 
passioned éloquence could ever inspire— beyond 
what mère words can ever render. 

liaat nieht and tbe preceding, we spent at the 
Soala« The opéra was stupid, and Madame Bel* 
locchi, who is the présent prima donna, appeared 
to me harsh and uneraceful, when compared to 
Fodor. The new ballet, however, amplj indem- 
nified us for the disappointment. 

Our Italian friends condoled with us on beine 
a few days too late to see La Vestalej which haa 
been perfermed for sixty nîghts, and is one of Yi- 

Kno's masterpieces. I thought the Didone M- 
ndonata ieft us nothins to regret. The im* 
naense size of the stage-^the splendid scenerj— 
the çlassical propriety and magnificence of the 
dresses— ,the nne music — and the exqutsite act- 
iDg, (for there is very little dancing,) ail conspired 
to render it enchanting. The celebrated cavern 
scène» in the fourth bock of Virsil, is rather too 
closely copied in a most inimitable pas de deux : 
ào closely indeed, that I was considerably alarm- 
eàpimriea bienséances: but little Ascanius» who 
\s asleep in a corner, (heaven knows how he came 
there^ wakes at the critical moment, and the im- 
pending catastrophe is averted. Such a scène, 
however beautiful, would- not, I think, be endured 
on the English stage. I observed that when it 
began, the curtains in front of the boxes were 
withdrawn ; the whole audience, who seemed to 
be expectins it, was hushed : the deepest silence» 
the most deîighted attention prevailed during its 
performance; and the' moment it was over» a 
third of the spectators departed. I am told tbia 
5 
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ig always the case ; and that ia altnost ex^tj bii^ 
let d'actîoQ, the public are gratified bj a scen^ 
or scènes, of a similar tendencv. 

The second time I saw the JOidone, mj attea* 
tion, in spite of the fascination of the scene^ waa 
attcacted towards a box near'us, which was occa^ 
pied bj a noble Ënglish familj» just arrived at 
Milan. In the front of the box sat a beautiful 
girl» apparentlj not fifteen, with laughin^ lips 
and dimpled cheeks, the verr personilcation of 
blooming, innocent, Engliah loveliness. I watcli^ 
ed her, (I could not help it, when mj interest was. 
once awakened») throu^h the whole sc^e. I 
marked her increased agitation : I saw her cheeks 
flush, her eyes glisten, her bosom flatter, as if 
with sighs I could not overhear, tiU atlength^ 
overpowered with emotioni, she turned awaj ner 
head, and covered her ejes with her hand. Mo» 
thers ! — ^English mothers ! who brîng jour daugh« 
ters abroad to finish their education-«do ye.weU 
to expose them to scènes like thèse, and/orce the 
young bud of early feeling in such a precious hot 
bed as this r Can a finer finger on the piano^ 
«^a finer ta^te in paînting, or any possible im-> 
proyemept iii foreign arts, and foreign grace^ 
compensate for one tamt on that moral puritj, 
which has ever been, (and may it ever be !) the 
.boast, the charm of Englishwomen P But what 
haye I to do with ail this P— -I came hère to be 
amused and to fi^rget :— ^not to moralize» or to 
criticise. 

Yigano, who is latelj dead, composed the Di* 
done Mbandonata, as well as La Fèst^de, Otello, 
Nina, and othecs. AU his ballets are celebrated 
for their classical beautj and interest. This man, 
though but a dancing masfer, must Jiave had the 
souI of a painter, a musician, and a poet in w». 
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Hc mS^t hâve bcen a perfect màster of design, 
^oufHiig, contrast, picturesque and scenic efi'ectl 
He must hâve had tne most exqtlistte feeling for 
musieal expression, to adapt it so admirably to 
ïàs purposes ; and those gestures tfhd movementa 
with wnich he has so graccfally combined it, ahd 
which address themselves but too powerfulîy to 
the sensés and the imagination— what are they, 
but the verj " poetry of motion/' la poésie m?w 
en action, rendering words a superfluous and fee- 
ble médium in comparison ? 

I saw at the raint yesterday, the medal struck 
în honour of Vigano, bearing his head on one 
side, and on the other, Proraetheus chained ; to 
commemorate his famous ballet of that name. 
One of thèse medals, struck in gold, waspresent- 
cd to hîm in the name of the government: — a 
êingulat* distinction for a dancing master ; — but 
Yigano was a dancing muster of genius; and 
this is the land,' where genius in every shape is 
deified. 

The enchantîng music of the Prometteo by Beet- 
hoven, is well known in Erfgland,' but to produce 
the ballet on our stage, as it was exhibited hère, 
>VDuld be impossible. The errtire tribe of our 
xiancers and figurantes, wîth their jumpings, 
'twirlings, guiverings and pirouettings, must be 
!irst annihilated; and Vigano or Didelot rîse 
again to inform the whole corps de ballet with 
another soûl, and the whole audienee with an- 

other spirit : — for 

** . b 

-ï * —.«« Poièhe paga il volgo sciocco, é gîusto 
' " Scioctamente * bmllar^ p^r dargli gusto.'* 

ThefTheatrft of the Scala, notwithstanding thfe 
«vastness «f my expecùiiioas, «did not disappm&t 
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me. I heard it crittcised as beiôç dalic aad 
gloomj; for onlr the stage is illominated : bat 
wlien I reniember how often I hâve left our Ens* 
Ksh théâtres with dazzled e;^es and ackîng bead; 
-^istracted by the multtplicitj of objects and 
faces» and <^ blasted with excessof light»"— Ifeel 
reconctled to this peculiaritj ; more especially as 
îtheîghtens bejond measure the splendeur of the 
stage effect 

We hâve the Countess Bubna'a box while we 
are hère. She scarcely ever goes . faerself, being 
obliged to hold a sort of militarj drawing-room 
almost everj evening. Her husband, General 
Èubira, has the comniand of the Austrian forces 
in'the uorth of Italj: and though the Archduke 
Reignier is nominal viceroj, ail real power seems 
lodged in Bubna's hands, He it was who sup-» 
pressed the insurrection in Piedmont during the 
îast struggle for liberty : 'twas his vocation — 
more the pity. Eight hundred of the Milanese^ 
at the head -of them Count M elzi, were connect- 
ed with the Carbonari and the Piedmontese în- 
sùrgents. On Count Bubna's return from his exr 
pedition, a list of thèse malcontents beitig sent 
to him by the pjolice, he refused even to iook at 
it :, and merely saying that it' was the business of 
the poUc£ to surveiller thosepersons, but he must 
be allowed to be ignorant of their names^ pub^" 
licly tore the papier. The same. night he visited 
the théâtre, accompanied by Count Melzi, was 
received with acclamations^ and has since beèn 
deservedly popular, 

Bubna is a heavy gri}ss looking man, a victim 
to the goût, and w^th nothing martial or capti" 
vating in his cxterior. He has talents» however» 
and those not pnly of a military cast. He <was 
gener&lly employed to arrange the affairs of the 
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Bwçero/ of Au§tria with Napoléon, Hfs foyalty 
t9 his awD 80f«reign, nmà the soldier-iike mink<' 
ness and integrtty of his charaeter gained*'hiiit 
the esteem of tbe FreacK emperor ; who, when 
âflj difficalties "^ccurred in tneir arrangements*, 
irfted to say impati^itly-*'' Envoyez moi d4)nc 
Bubna!" 

The Coontis of an îllcistrious famîi j of Alsace; 
ivhioh removed to Bohemîa» when that province 
was ceded to France. He had nearlj niined him- 
seifbj gambling, when the emperor, (so it is said) 
advised htm, or in other words commanded liîm 
io marry the daughter of one Arnvelt or Arnfeldt, 
a baptized Jew, who had been servant to a Jew« 
ish banker at Vienna; and on his ^death left 
a million of florins to each of his daughters. He 
was a man of the iowest extraction and without 
any éducation, but having sensé enough to feel 
its advantages, he gave a most brilliant one to 
his daughters. The Countess Bubna is an ele-*' 
gant, an accomf)lished, and has the charaeter of 
being also an amiable woman. Sheis hère a per^ 
son of the very first conséquence, the wife or the 
Archduke alone taking precedence of her* - Ap- 
ropos to the viceroy, wnen on the CorsD to-day 
with the Countess Ëubna, we met him with the 
Vice-quem^ as she is styled hère, walking in pub- 
lic* The Archduke has not (as the Countess ob- 
served) la plus jolie tournure du monde : his ap- 
pearance was heavy, awkward and sloveniv» with 
more than the usual Austrian stupiditjr of coun- 
tenance : a complète testa tedeaca, His beautifiti 
wife held hts arm ; and as she raoved a Httle in 
front, seemed to drag him after her like a mère 
appendage to her state. I gazed after thenr, 
amused dv ttié contrast : he R>oking like a dull, 
stif, old baekelor^ the very figure of Moody în 
J5* 
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the CouBÉry GirlH-she» an elecant»^ sprtghtly, 
captiyfttiii|r créature ; deeÎMonln ner «iep, lau^h-f 
ter on her lîps» and pride, intelligence, and mis*' 
chief in lier bnlHant ejes* 



****** 



We visited yesterday the militarj coliese, 
founded bj the viceroy Eugène Beauharnois, ter 
the children of soldiers who had fallen in battle. 
The original design is now altered ; and it bas 
become a more public schooU to vvhich any boys 
roay be admitted, paying a certain sum a year. 
We went over the w hole building, and afterwards 
saw the scholars, two hundred and eijghty in num- 
ber, sit down to diuner. Every thing appeared 
nice,clean, and admirably oïdered. At the mint, 
which interested me extremely, we found them 
coining silver crovvns for the Levant trade, with 
the head of Maria Theresa, and the date 1780. 
We were also shovvn thebeautifully engraved die 
for the inedal which the university of Fadua pre- 
sented to Belzoui. 

The evening was spent at the Teatro Re ; where 
we saw a bad sentimental comedy (una Comme- 
dia di Carattere) exceedingly well acted. One 
actor I thought aimost equal to Dowton, in his 
own style ; — we had afterwards some fine music. 
Some of the Milanese airs, which the itinérant 
musicians give us, hâve considérable beauty and 
character. There is less monotony, I think, in 
their gênerai style than in the Venetian music ; 
and perhaps less sentiment, less softness. When 
left alone to night, to do penance on the sofa, for 
my late waîks, and recruit for our journey to- 
morrowy — I tried to adapt English verses to one 
or two very pretty airs which Annoni brought me 
to-day, without the Italian words; but it is a 
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no&t dl4^iilt.aiid invidioas task. Even MtoM,. 
witii his «BequaHedcommand over the Irrie har* 
inenies of oar language^ cannot perfectl j sattsfy 
ears accustomed to the 

**linked sweetness long drawn oat" 

of the Italian vowels, combined with musical 
sounds: fancy such dissonant s jllables as ea?, spray, 
what, breaks, strength, uttered in minim time,— » 
hissins and grating through half a bar, instead of 
thedmcet anima mia, Catina antabile^^Caro mio 
iesoro, fyc. 

STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

Ail thatithoped 

My heart believed, 
And when most lovîug, 

Was mostdeccived. 

A shadow hath fallen 

O'er my young yearsj 
And hopès when brightest, 

Were quench'd in tears 1 

I make no plaint — 

I breathe no sigh — 
My lips can smile, 

And mine eyes are dry. 

I ask no pity, 

I hope no cure — 
The heart, tho' brdken, 

Can live, and endure ! 
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• W'e left Milan two dajrs ago» and amved ear^ 
ly the sane Azy ai Qrescia ; there is, I beliowe, 
Tery Uttle to see there, and of that little I mlw 
BOthingy^^eingtoo ill and two low fi>r tbe slight-* 
êfitexertion. The oaly pleasurable feeling I can 
rem«mber was exeited bj our approach, to the. 
Alps» after traveraing the flat, fertile, unînterest- 
îtig B^ains of Lombara y. The peculiar sensatiw 
of élévation and dtlîght, inspired by moimtaiii 
scenery, can only be understood by those who 
hâve felt it: at leaat I never had formed an îde» 
of it till I found myself ascendingthe Jura. 

<' Bat Brescia onght to be immortalized in the 
history of our travels: for there» stalking down 
the Cor8o— /c nez en Pair^^vfe met our-acquain- 

tance, L , from whom we had parted last on 

the pavé of PiccadiU^. I remember that in^on^ 
don I used to think him not remarkable for wis- 
dom, — ^and his travels hâve infinitely^improved 
him— in folly. Heboasted to us triûmphantly 
that he had run over sixteen thousand miles ia 
^xteen months: that he had bowéd at the levée 
of the Emperor Alexander,— been slapped on the 
shoulder by {he Archduke Constantine, — shaken 
hands with a Lapland witch,-— and been present- 
ed in full volunteer unifonn at every court be- 
tween Stockholm and Milan. Yet is he nût one 
particle wiser than if he had spent the sarae time 
in walking up and down the Strand. He has con- 
trived, however, to pick up on his tour, strange 
odds and ends of forq^gn follies, which stick upon 
the coarse grained materials of his own John 
Bull character like tin-foil upon sackcloth : so 
that I see Uttle différence between what he viras, 
îMid whât he is, except that from sl simple goose,— 
he has become a compound one. With ail thîs, 
L— is not unbearable-^Bot yet at least He 
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amuses olhers as a 5iitt— ànd me as a spécimen 
of a new genuiï' of foolg : for His folly is not like 
anj thing one usuallj meets with. It is not, /mit 
exemple, the foUj of stupiditj, for he talks much$ 
nor of dalnéss,tor he laughs much; norof igno* 
raifce, for he bas seen Qiuch; nor of wrong-head» 
edness, for he ,can be guided right; nor of bad- 
heartednessi for he is good natured; nor of 
thonghtlessness, for he is prudant) nor of extra- 
vagance, for he can calculate even to the value of 
haff a lira : but it is an essence «f foll j, peculiar 
to himself) and like Monsieur Jaques's melancho-* 
\j, " compouiided of many simples, extratted 
u*om various ebjects and the sundrv contempla- 
tion of his travels.'* So muclï for the présent of 
onr friend L— -• 

We left Brescia early yesterday mornîng, and 
after passing Desenzano, came in sight of the 
La^ ai Garda. I had from earl j associations a 
delightful impression of the beautj of this lake, 
and it did not disappoint me. It is far su{)erior 
I think te the Lago Maggiore, because the scène- 
ry is more resserré, lies in a smaller compass» sa 
that the eye takcs in the separate features more 
easily. The mountains to the north are dark, 
broken and wild in their forms, and their bases 
seemed to extend to the water edge : the hiUs to 
tbe soutb are.smiling, beautiful, and cultirated» 
studded 'with whîte flat roofed buildings, which 
ditter oneabove another in the sunshme. Our 
drtvcv akmg the promontory of Sinmone, to visit 
thé iniiBs of the Villa of Catullus, was delightful. 
Tbe fresh breeze ivhkh ruiHed the darkblue lake» 
revived my spiri4s, and chased away my head- 
ach. 1 was inciined to be enchanted with ail I 
saW| amd when our guide took us into an old cel- 
larxhoked withj:ubbish> and ag^ured us gravely 
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that it 'was ihe very spot in which Cafiiltus haA 
written his Odes to Lesbia, I didnot laugh in ïm 
face ; for after ail, it would be as easy to prove 
that it ta, as that it is noi. The eiû town and 
eastle of Sirraîo, are slngularly pîcturesque» 
whether vîewed from above or below; and 4ke 
grove of olives whteh crowned thc steep éxtre- 
mity of the promontory» interested ûs^ betng the^ 
first we had seen in Italy : on the whole I fuUy 
enjoyed (he earlypart ot thîs day. 

At Peschiera» which is strongly foctified» we 
crossed the Mincie^-* ' 

O founUûn Arethuse, and thou honoured flood 
SmooA flowîng Mincîuscrown'd wîth vocal reeds, 

lu waters were exquisitely transparent ; but it 
was difficultto remember itspoetical pretensions, 
in sight of those odions barracks and batteries. 
The reeds meniioned by Yirgil afid Milton^tili 
fiourish 'upon its banks, and 1 forgave them for 
spoilii^ in aome degree the beauty of the shore» 
when f thougbt of Adélaïde of Burgandy, who 
concealed hersdf among them for three days, 
when she fled from the dtfngeon of Peschiera to 
the arms of her lover. I was glàd I had readher 
story in Gibbon, since it eiiabled me to add to 
classical and poetical associations, an int^est at 
once ifomantic and real. 1 

The rest to-morrow — ^for I can write no ssMire. 

AtVerona, Oçt. 20. 

I had just written the above when I wa» «tart- 
led by a mournful strain from a chorus of voices, 
raised at intervals, and approachîng gradually 
nearer. I walked to the windeiw, and sawa lônff 
fanerai procession just enteringtkechttrch, which 
is opposite; to the door of our Inn. I. immédiate» 
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I7 1lirew,4nrer tue a veil and shawl, felloiftd it» 
and stood by wliile the seryice was chanted over 
the dead. The scenej as viewed bj the iight of 
above two hundred tapers, which were carried bjr 
the a$8istaat8> was as new to me as U: was^solema 
and strikmg : but it was succeeded bj a strange 
and forlœrn contrasta The moment the service 
waa over, the tapers were suddenlj extiqgaished; 
the priées and the relatives ail disappeared in aa 
inconeeivably short timé y ai^d before I was quite 
aware of what was goîng forward: the coffîn, strîp- 
ped of its embroidered pall and garlands of flow- 
ers» appeared a mère chest of deal boards, rough- 
1 j naued together ^ and was left standing on très- 
sels, bare, neglected and forsaken in the mlddle 
of tho^church. I approachi^d it almost fearfullj» 
and with a deeper émotion than I believed such a 
this^ could Bow excite within me. And hère, 
thondit ly résts the human bein^, who ha» lived 
and ïoved, snSered and enjojed, and, if I majr 
judge bj the s{flend6ur of its fanerai rites, has 
been hononred, served, flattered while living :«^ 
and now not one remains to shed a last tear over 
tlie dead, bat a single stranger, a wandererfrom 
a iand he perhaps knew not : to whom his verr 
name is «nknown! and while thus I moralizedf, 
two sextons appeared ; and i)ne of them seizing 
the misérable and deserted coffin, rudely and un- 
ceremoniouslj flung it on his shonlders, and van- 
ished through a vaulted door: and I returned to 
my room, to write this, and to think how much 
better, how much more humanely we manage thèse 
things in our own Ëngland. 

Qct. âl^-'^yercma is a clean and quiet place,, 
containing some fine édifices by Palladio and his 
pupils, The principal objeet of interest is the 
ancient amphithéâtre; the most perfect l believe 
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in Ital^. The innercircle, with ail ita ranges ef 
seats» is entîre. We ascended to the top^ and 
looked down into the Piazza d'arme, where se- 
veral battalions of Austrian soldiers wereexercis- 
ÎDg ; their arms glitteringsplendidlj in .the morn- 
ing Sun. As I aave now beea long enough in 
Italj to sjropathize in the national hatred of the 
Austrians» I turned from the sight, resolved net 
to be pleased. The arena of the amphithéâtre is 
smaYler, and less oval in form than I had expect- 
ed; and in the centre, there is a little paltfy 
gaudj wooden théâtre for puppets and tumblers^ 
— formÎDg a grotesque contrast to the massive and 
majestîc architecture around it : but even tum- 
blers and puppets, as Rospo observed, are better 
than wild beasi^ and ferocious gladiators. 

There is aiso at Verona a triumphal arch to the 
Emperor GaUienus : the architecture and inscrip- 
tion almost as perfect as if erected jesterday :— 
and a most singular bridge of three irregular 
arches, built, I believe, by the Scaligieri famiij, 
who were once Princes of Verona. 

It is well known that the storj of Rofneo and 
Juliçt is hère reearded as a traditionary and indis- 
putable fact, and the tomb of Juliet is shown ia a 
garden near the towu. So much has been written 
and said on the subject, I can add only one obser- 
vation. To the reality of the story it has been ob- 
jected that the oldest narrator, Masuccio, relates 
it as having happened at Sienna : but might he not 
hâve heard the tradition at Verona, and trans- 
ferred the scène to Sienna, since herepresented it 
as related by a Siennese P — Délia Corte, whose 
history of Verona I hâve just laid down, mentions 
it as a reai historical event ; and Louis da Porta, 
ia his beautiful novel, la GiuUetta, expressly as- 
serts that he has written it down from tradition. 
If Shakspeare, as it is said, never saw the novel 
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of Da Porta/how came he by the names of Romeo 
and Julietythe Montagues and the Capulets? if he 
did meetwith it, how came he to départ soessen- 
tially fromthe storj, particalarlj in the catastro- 
phe r I must get some books» if possible, to clear 
up thèse difficulties. 

â3d, at Padaa. — We spent yesterday morning 
pleasantly at Vicenza. Palladio's édifices in 
gênerai oisappointed me; parflj because I am 
not architect enough to judge of their merits» 
parti y because of most of them, the situation is bad 
and tlie materials paltry : but the Olympic théâ- 
tre, although its soiid perspective be a mék trick 
of the art, surprised and pleased me. It has an 
air of antique and classic élégance in its décora-» 
tions, vhich is verj striking. I hâve heard it 
criticised as a spécimen of bad taste and trickerj : 
but whj shoula its soiid scenery be considered 
more a trick^ and in bad taste, tnan a curtain of 
painted canvass ? In both a déception is practised 
and intended. We saw many thtngs in Vicenza 
and its neighbourhood, which I hâve nottime,nor 
spirits to dwell upon. 

We arrived hère (at Padua) last night, and to 
daj I am again ill : unable to see or even to wiah 
to see anj thing. Mj ejes are so full of teart 
that I can scarcely write. I must lay down iiijr 
pencil lest l break through my resolution, and faîe 
tempted to record feelings I afterwards tremble t« 
see wr^tten down. — O bitter and too lasting re- 
membrance! I must sleep it away—- Even the 
heavy and drug-bought sleep to which I am now 
reduced, is better than such waking moraenta aa 
these^ 

6 
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«««•»«« 



October 25^ — ^Venice. I feel> while I gaze 
round me as if I had seen Venice in my dreaniB-* 
as if it were itself the yision of a dream. We 
hâve been hère two dajs ; and I hâve not jet re» 
covered from mj first surprise. Ail is jet en- 
chantment : ail is novei, extraordinary, affecting 
from the manj associations and remembrances 
excited in the mind. Pleasure and wonder are 
tinged with a melancholj interest; and whiie the 
imagination is excited, the spirits are depressed. 

TlieTOoniing we left Pacfua was bright, lovelj 
and cloudless. Our drive along the shores of the 
Brenta crowned with innumerable villas and gay 
gardens was delightful ; and the moment of our 
arrivai at Fusina, where we left our carnages to 
embark in gondolas, was the most auspicious that 
could possibly hâve been chosen. It was about 
four o'clock: the sun was just declining towards 
the west ; the whole surface of the lagune smooth 
as a mirror, appeared as if paved with fîre ; — and 
Venice with her towers and dômes, indistinctly 
glittering in the distance, rose before us like a 

forgeous exhalation from the bosom of the océan. 
t is further from the shore than I expected. As 
we approached, the splendour faded : but the in- 
terest and the wonder grew. I can conceive 
nothing more beautiful, more singular, more as- 
tonishing, than the first appearance of Venice, and 
sad indeed will be the hour when she sinks, (as 
the poet prophecies) '' into the slime of her own 
canats." 

The moment we had disembarked our luggase 
at the inn, we hired gondolas and rowed to the 
Piazza di San Marco. Had I seen the church of 
St. Mark any where else, I should hâve exclaimed 
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against the bad taste which every where prevails 
in it : but Venice is the proper région of the fan- 
tastic, and the Chiirch of St. Mark, with its four 
hundred pillars of everj différent order, colour, 
and material, its oriental cupolas, and glittering 
vanes, and gildin^ and mosaics, assimilâtes with 
aU around it : and the kînd of pleasure it gives 
is suitable to the place and people. 

After dinner I had a chair placed on the bal- 
cony of our inn, and sat for some time contem- 
plating a scène altogether new and deliçhtful. The 
arch of the Rialto, just gleamed throu^ the deep- 
ening twilight ; long iines of palaces, at first par- 
tially illuminated, faded away at length into 
gloomy and formless masses of architecture ; the 
gondolas glided to and fro, their glancing lights 
reflected on the water. There was a stillness ail 
siround me, solemn and strauge in the heart of a 
great city. No rattlingcarriages shook the streets, 
no trampling of horses echoed along the pave- 
ment: — the silence was broken only by the rael- 
ancholy cry of the gondoliers, and the dash of their 
oars ; by the low murmur of human voices, by the 
chime of the vesper bells, borne over the water, 
and the sounds of music raised at intervais along 
the canais. The poetry, the romance of the scène 
stole upon me unawares. 1 fell into a rêverie, 
in which visionary forms and recollections gave 
way to dearer and sadder realities, and my minci 
seemed no longer in my own power. I called 
upon the lost, the absent, to share the présent 
with me — I called upon past feelings to enhance 
that moment's delight. I did wrong — and memory 
avenged herself as usual. I quitted my seat on 
the balcony, with despair at my heart, and draw- 
ing to the table, took out my boôks and work, So 
passed our first evening at Venice. 
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Yesterday we viated the Accademia where 
there are some fine pictares. The famotis As- 
somption bj Titian is hère, and first made me 
feel what connoisseurs mean when tliey tallc of the 
carnations and draperies of Titian. We were 
shown two designs for monuments to the merocrj 
of Titian, modelled by Canova. Neither of them 
has been erected ; but the most beautifui, with a 
little altération, and the substitution of a lad j's 
bust for Titian's vénérable head, has been dedi* 
cated, I belîeve, to the memory of the Arch- 
Duchess Christina of Austria. I reniember aiso 
an exquisite Canaletti,quite différent in style and 
subject from any picture of this master I ever 
saw. 

We thcn rowed to the Ducal Palace. The coun- 
cîl chamber (I thought of Othello as I entered it) is 
now converted into a library. The walls are deco- 
rated with the history of Pope Alexander the third, 
and Frederick Barbarossa, painted by the Tin- 
toretti, father and son, Paul Yeronese and Pal ma. 
Above them, in compartments, hang the portraits 
ofthe Doges; among which Marino Faliero, is 
not^ but his name only, inscribed on a kind of 
black pall. The Ganymede is a most exquisite 
little group attributed to the âge of Praxiteles; 
and notwithout reasou even to the hand uf that 
sculptor. 

To-day we visited several churches — rich, on 
the outside, with ail the luxury of architecture, — 
withinside, gorgeous with painting, sculpture, and 
many colourcd marbles. The prodigality with 
which the most splendid and costly materials are 
lavished hère is perfectly amazing: pillars of 
lapis-lazuli, columns of Ëgyptian porphyry, and 
pavements of mosaic, altars of alabaster ascend- 
ed by steps incrusted with a^ate and jasper >-r-but 
to particularize would be m vain. 1 will only 
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mention three or four whlch I wiâh to recoUect : 
theChurchof theMadonna délia Salute, socalled 
because erected to the Virgin in gratitude for the 
deliverance of the citj from a pestilence, whicU 
she miraculouslj drove into the Adriatic. It is 
remarkable for its splendid picture^» most of them 
bj Luca Giordano; and the superb high altar« 
I think it was the Church of the Gesuata which 
astonished us most. The whole of the inside 
walls and columns are encrusted with Car- 
rara marble inlaid with verd -antique, in a kind 
of damask pattern ; over the pulpit it fell like 
drapery, so easj, so graceful, so exquisitelj imi- 
tated, that I was obliged to touch it to assure 
myself of the material. Then bj way of contrast 
followed the Church of San Giorgio Maggiore,«-~ 
one of Palladio's master pièces. After the daz- 
ziing and ^or^eous buildings we had left, its beau- 
tiful siraplicitj and correct taste struck me at 
fîrst with an impression of povertj and coldness. 
At the Chuixh of St. John and St. Paul is the 
famous martjrdom or rather assassination of St. 
Peter Martyr, by Titian, one of the most magical 
pictures in the world. Its tragic horror is re- 
deemed by its sublimity. Hère too is a most ad- 
mirable séries of bas-reliefs in white marble, re- 
presenting the history of our Saviour, the work of 
a modem sculptor. Hère too the Doges are buri- 
ed ; and close to the Church is the equestrian 
statue of one of the Falieri family ; near which 
Marino Faliero met the conspirators. 

At the Frati is the grave of Titian : a small 
square slab covcrs him, with this inscrîptipn :— ^ 

Qui giace il gnji Tiziano Vecelli 
Emulator dei Zeusi e de^li Apelli. 

there is no monument : — and there needs noue. 
6* 
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It waSy I thhik, in the Church ef 8t. John tné 
St Paul, that I saw a srogular and beautiftil attar 
of black touchstone, used when niass ig said for 
ihe sonl of an executed crîminal. 

This i» ail i can remember of to-day. I am 
fil^igued, and mj bead aches ; — ^my ima^nalloa 
îs jet dazzlcd : — my eyes are tired. of admirîng, 
nijr mînd is tired of thinking, and mj heart witb 
feeling.— Now for repose. 

* 27. — To daj we visited the M anfrini Palace, 
the Casa Pisani, the Palazzo Barberigo, and con- 
cluded the morning in the colonnade of St. Mark, 
and the public gardens. The day has been far 
les» fatiguing than yeslerday; forthough we hâve 
seen an equal variety of objects, they forced the 
attention less, and gratifièd the imagination more. 

At the Manfrini Palace there is the most valu- 
able and splendid collection of pictures I hâve 
yet seen in Italy, or elsewhere. 1 havc no inten- 
tion of turning my little diary into a mère cata- 
logue of names which 1 can fînd in every guide- 
book ; but I cannot paès over Giorgione's beau- 
tîful group of himseif, aod his wife and child, 
which Lord Byron calls *• love at full length and 
life, not love idéal,*' and it is indeed exquisite. 
A female with a guitar, by the same master, is ai- 
most equal to it. There are two Lucretias — one 
by Guido and one by Giordauo : though both are 
beautifai, particuiarly the former, there was, I 
thought, an impropriety in the conception of both 
pictures : the figure was too voluptaous — too ex- 

E;)sed,anddid notgivemetheideaof the matronly 
iucretia» who so carefully arranged her drapery 
before she fell. I remember too, a St. Cecilia, 
by Carlo Dolce, of most heavenly beauty,— two 
Correggios — Iphigenia in Aulis, by Padovanino : 
in this picture the figure of Agamemnon i& a com- 
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fi^it fiâtore» but tbe UfelesB beauty of J^^genla» 
s wonderful effort of art : and a hundred ofhert 
at least* ail master-pieces. 

The Barberigo Palace wastheschool of Titia»« 
We were ahown the room in whkh he painted, 
maé the pîcture he left unfiaisbed when hedied 
at the âge et 99. It is a Davîd--^-as vigorous in 
the tottch and stjle as any of his fîrst pictures. 

-4( 4f « « « « 

It is now some days since I had time to write $ 
or rather the intervais of excitement and occupa- 
tion fonnd me too muçh exhausted to take up my 
penciL Our stay at Venice has been rendered 

most agreeable by the kindness of Mr. H , the 

British Consul, and his amiable and charmins 
wife, and in their society we bave spent much oT 
the last few days. 

One of our pleasantest excursions was to the 
Armenian convent of St. Lazaro, where we were 
received by Fra Pasquale, an accomplished and 
intelligent monk, and a particular friend of Mr. 

H . After we had visited every part of tbe 

convent, the printing press — the library — the la- 
boratory— «which contains several fine mathemati- 
cal instruments of Ënglish make ; and admired 
the beautiful little tame gazelle wbich bounded 
through the corridors, we were politeiy refreshed 
with most delicious sweetmeats and coffee ^ and 
took leave of Fra Pasquale with regret. 

There is no opéra at présent, but we hâve vi- 
sited both the other théâtres. At the San Luca, 
they gave us " Ëlizabeth, the Exile of Siberia," 
tolerably acted : but there was one tr^iit intro- 
duced very characteristic of the place and people: 
Blizabet^^ in.a- tremendons tnow storm, is pnrsu- 
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ed ï>j robbers ; and findinç a crucifix erected by 
the road side» embraces it for protection. The 
crucifix Aies awaj with her in a clap of thunder^ 
and sets her down safelj at a distance from her 
persecutors. The audience appeared equallj en- 
chanted and edified bj this scène : some of the 
women near me crossed themselyes, and put their 
handkerchiefs to their ejes : the men rose from 
their seats, clapped with enthusiasm, and shouted 
" Bravo, Miracolo !" 

At the San Benedetto we were gratified by a 
deep tragedj, entitled " Gabrîella Innocente,'^ so 
exquisitel j absurd, and so grotesquelj acted, that 
the best comedj could scarcelj hâve affbrded us 
more amusement, — certainlj not more merrimeni. 
In the course of the evening, coffee and ices were 
served in our box, as is the custom hère. 

With Mrs. H , this evening, I had a l(»ng 

and pleasant conversation; she is reallj one of 
the most delightful and unaifected women I ever 
met with : and as there is nothing in mj melan- 
choly visage and shrinking reserve to tempt any 
p^rson to converse with me, I must also set her 
down as one of the most good natured. She 
talked much of Lord Bjron, with whom during 
his résidence hère, she was on intimate terms. 
She spoke of him, not conceitedlj, as. one vain of 
the acquaintance of a great character ; nor with 
affected réserve, as if afraid ofcommittingherseif 
«->but with openness, animation, and cordial kind-^ 
nesSj as one whom she liked, and had reason to 
like-. She says, the style of Lord Byron's con- 
versation is very much that of Don Juan ; just in 
the same manner are the familiar, the brilliant, 
the sublime, the affecting, the witty,the ludicrous, 
and the licentious, mingled and contrasted. Se- 
veral iittle anecdotes which she related I need 
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not Write down ; I can scarcely forgct them, and 
it would not bc quite fair as they were told en 
confiance, l am no anecdote hunter, picking np 
articles for**iny pocket bock." 

m * it^ * * * 

A Uttle while ago Gaptain F. lent me D^s- 
raeli's Essars on tne Literary Cbaracter, which 
had once belonged to Lord Byron ; and contain- 
ed marginal notes in his hand writing. One or 
two of them are so curiously characteristîc that 
I copy them hère. 

Tne first note is on a passage in which Dis- 
raeli, in allusion to Lord Byron, traces his fond- 
ness for Oriental scenery to his having read Ry- 
caut at an early âge. On this Lord Byron (ob- 
serves, that he read every book relarting to the 
east before he was ten years old, includîng De 
Tott and Cantemir, as well as Rycaut : at that 
âge, he says, that he detestedtAl poetry, andadds, 
" when I was in Turkey, I was oftener tempted 
to turn mussulman than poet: and hâve often 
regretted since that I did not.^^ 

At page 99 D'Israeli says, 

" The great poetical genius of our times has 
openly alienatea himselffrom theland of hisbro- 
thers,'* (over the word brotkers, Lord Byron has 
written Caina.) " He becouies immortal in the 
langttage\oî hpeople whom he would contemn $ he 
accepts with ingratitude the famé he loves more 
than life, and he is only truly great on that spot 
of earthy whose genius, when he is no more, will 
contemplate his shade in sorrow and in anger.'* 

Lord Byron has nnderlined several words in 
this passage, and writes thus in the margin : 

^'* What was rumoured of me in that language? 
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if /rti6,I was unfit forEnglandj and ifJalse^'Erïg'' 
land was unfit for me. But ' there is a worla 
elsewhere.' I hâve nerer for an instant regretted 
that country, — bnt oftcn that I ever returned to 
it. It is not mj fault tliat I am obliged to wrîte 
in English. If I understopd anj présent lan- 
guage, Italîan for instance, equalfj well, I would 
Write in it: — ^but it will require ten years, at 
least, to form a style. No tongue so easy to ac- 
quire a iittle of, and so difficuit to master tho- 
roughly, as Italian." 

The next note is amusing; at page 342, is 
mentioned the anecdote of Petrarch, who when 
retnrning to his native town, was informed that 
the proprîetor of the house in which he was born 
had (^ten wished to make altérations in it, but 
that the town's-people had risen to insist that the 
honse consecrated by his bîrth should remain un- 
changed, " a triumph," adds D'Israeli, '* more af- 
fecting to Petrarch than éven his coronation at 
Rome.'' 

Lord Byron bas written in the margîn, "It 
would hâve pained me more that the proprietor 
should oftm hâve wished to make altérations, 
than it would give me pleasure that the rest of 
Arezzo rose against his right (for right he had :) 
the dépréciation of the lowest of mankind is more 
painfut, than the applause of the highest is pleas- 
ing. The sting of tlie scorpion is more in torture 
than the possession of any thing short of Venus 
would be in rapture." 

The public gardens are the work of the French, 
and occupy the extremity of one of the Islands. 
They contain the only trees I hâve seen at Ve- 
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nice : — a few rows of dwarfish unhappyJooking 
shrubs, parched by the sea-breezes, aDd are Utile 
frequented. Wé found hère a solitary gentle- 
man, who was saunterîng up and down, with bis 
bands in bis pockets, and a look at once stupid 
and disconsolate. Sometimes be paused, looked 
vacantlj over tbe waters, wbistled, jawned, and 
turned awaj to résume bis solemn walk. On a 
triflîng remark addressed to bim bj one of our 
party, he entered into conversation, witb ail tbe 
eagerness of a man, wbose tongue bad long been 
kept in most unnatural bondage. He congratu- 
lated bimself on bavîng met witb some one wbo 
would speak Englisb; adding contemptuously, 
tbat ''he understood none of the outlandisb 
tongues the people spoke bereabouts:" be in- 
quired what was to be seen bere, for thougb he 
bad been four days in Yenice, he bad spent every 
day precîsely in the same manner : viz. walking 
up and down the public gardens. We told bim 
Venice was famous for fine buildings and pictures; 
be knew nothing of ihem things. Ana tbat it 
côntained also, «some fine statues and antiques" 
— he cared nothing about them neither— be should 
set off for Florence the next morning, and be^ed 
to know what was to be seen there ? Mr. fi 
told bim witb entbusîasm, ^'the most splendid 
gallery of piçtures and statues in theworld!" 
He looked very blank and disappointed* " No- 
thing else P" then he should certainly not waste 
bis time at Florence, be should go direct to Rome; 
he bad put down tiie name of tbat totvn in bis 
pocket-book, for be understood it was a very con- 
venimt place: he should therefore stay there a 
week ; tnence he should go to Naples, a place he 
bad also heard of, wbere he should stay anotber 
week: then be should go to Algiers wbere -he 
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•honld staj ihree wedB9, and thence to Tuob. 
where he ezpected to be verj comfortable» and 
should probablj make a long stay ; then he should 
return nome, having geea everj thing worth see- 
ing. He scarcely seemed to know how or bj 
what route he had got to Yeaice — but he assurod 
us he had corne '< fast enough ;" — ^he remembered 
no place he had passed through except Paris, At 
Fans he told us there wasafemale lodging in the 
same hôtel with himself» who, by hîs description* 
appears to hâve been a single lad j of rank and 
fashion^ trayelling with her own carnages, and a 
suite of servants. He had never seen her ; but 
learning through the domestics that she was tra- 
velling the same route, he sat downand wrotehcr 
a lonç letter, beginning '^Dear Madam," and 
proposing thej should join companj, "for the 
sake of good-fellowship, and the bit of chtst ther 
might hâve on their waj." Of course, she took 
no notice of this strange billet, ^' from whichN(ad- 
ded he with ludicrous simplicitj) I supposed ake 
would rather travel alone." 

Trulj, "Nature hath framed strange fellows 
in her time." After this spécimen, aketcbed 
from life, who wili saj there are such ttûags as 
caricatures? 

We visited to-day the Giant's Staircase, and 
the Bridge of Sighs» and took a kst farewelLof 
St. Mark-— we were surprisad to see the charch 
hung with black— the festoons of flowers ali re* 
moved— masses goîng forward at lèverai allant 
and crowds of people looking particularl j soloiui 
and devout It is the " Giorno dei morte," tko 
day by the Roman Cathoiica conaecntted to thi 
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fiead. I cfbserved tnany peraons, both *inen and 
^^omen^ who wept while thej prajed, witK every 
appearance of the most profound grief. Leaving 
St. Mark, I crossed the square. On the threc 
lofty standards in front of the church, formerly 
iloated the ensîgns of the three states subject to 
Venice; the Morea, Cyprus, and Candia : the bace 
poUs remain, but the ensigns of empire are gone. 
One of the standards was extei^ded on the ground, 
and being of immense length, I hesitated for a 
moment whether I should make a circuit^ but at 
last stepped over it. I looked back with remorse* 
for it was like trampling over the fallen. 

We then returned to our inn to prépare for our 
'departure. How I regret to leave. Venice ! not 
the less because I cannot help it. • 

Rovigo, Nov. 3. 

We left Venice in a hurry yesterday, slept at 
Padua, and travelled this morning throush a most 
lovely country, among the Enganean hills to Ro- 
TÎgo, where we are very uncomfortably lodged at 
the Albergo di San Marco. 

I hâve not yet recovered my regret at leaving 
Venice so unexpectedly ; though as a résidence, I 
could scarce endure it; the sieepy canals, the 
fflidîng gondolas in their "dusk livery of wo" — 
Ae absence of ali verdure, ail varîety— of ail na- 
ture in short; the silence, disturbed only by the 
incessant chiming of bells — and worse than ail» 
the spectacle of a grea^ city " expiring (as Lord 
Byron says) before our eyes" would eive me the 
horrors: "but as a visiter, my curiosity was not 
baif gratified, and I should hâve liked to hâve 
stayea a few days longer — ^perhaps after ail, I 
hâve reason to rejoice that instead of bringing 
7 
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away from Venlce a disa^eeable impression of 
satiety, disgust and metancholj, I hâve quitted it 
with leelings of admirationj of deep regret, and 
undiminished interest. 

Farewell then, Venîce î I could not hâve be- 
lieved it possible that it would hâve brought tears 
to my eyes to leave a place merelj for îts own 
sake, and unendeared bj the présence of any one 
I loved. 

As Roviço affords no other amusement I shall 
scribble a httle longer. 

Nothing can be more arbitrary than the Austri- 
an government at Venice. As a summary meth- 
od of preventing robberies during the* wînter 
months, when many of the gondoliers and fisher- 
men are ou t of employ, the police hâve orders to 
arrest without ceremony, every person who has 
no permanent trade or profession, and keep them 
in confinement and to hard labour till the retum 
of spring. 

The commerce of Venice has so much and so 

rapidly declined, that Mr. H told us v^hén 

first he was appointed to the consulship, 150 Edc- 
lish vessels cleared the port, and this year only 
five. It should seem that Austria, from a cruel 
and selfish policy, is sacrificing Venice to the 
prosperitj of Tneste : but whj do I call that a 
cruel policy, which on recollection I mîght rather 
term poetical and retributive justice ? 

The grandeur of Venice arose first from îts 
trade in sait. I remember reading in history, that 
when a King of Hungary«openea certain produc- 
tive sait mines in his dominions, the Venetians 
sent him a peremptory order to shut them up; and 
such was the power of the Republic at that time, 
that he was forced to obey this insolent command, 
to the great injury and impoverishraent of his 
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States. The tables are now turned : the oppres* 
sor has become the oppressed. 

The principal revenue derived from Venice is 
from the tax on houses, there beîng no land tax. 
So rapîd was the decay of the place, that in two 
years seventj houses and palaces were pulled 
down i the government forbade this by a spécial 
law, and now taxes are paid for many houses whose 
proprietors are too poor to live in them. 

There is no Bocîety, properly so called, at Ven- 
ice; three old women of rank receive cpmpany 
now and then, and it is any thing rather than 
sélect. 

Mr. F. told us at Venice, that, on entering the 
states subject to Austria, he had his Johnson's 
Dictionary taken from him, and could never re- 
cover it ; so jealous is the government of English 
principles and English literature, that a// English 
books are prohibited until examined by the police. 

The whole country from Milan to Padua was 
like a vast garden, nothing could exceed its fertil- 
ity and beau ty. It was the latter end of the vin- 
tage ; and we frequently met huge tub-like wag- 
ons loaded with purple grapes, reeling home from 
the vineyards, and driven by men whose legs were 
staîned with treading in the wine-press — now 
and then, rich clusters were shaken to the ground, 
as I hâve seen wispa of straw fall from a hay- 
cart in England, and were regarded with equal 
indifférence. Sometimes we saw in the Vineyards 
by the road side, groups of labourers seated 
among the branches of the trees, and plucking 
grapes from the vines, which were trailed grace- 
îully from tree to tree and from branch to branch, 
and drooped with their luxurious burthen of fruit. 
The scène would hâve been as perfectly delight- 
ful, as it wasnew and beautifiil, but for the squalid 
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looks of the peasantrj; more especially of the 
women. The principal productions of the coaii- 
trj seem to be wine ancl silk. There were vast 

froTes of muiberrj trees between Verona aud 
^aduaj and we visited some of the silk-milis, ïn 
ivhich the united strcngth of men invariablj per- 
formed those opérations which in Ëngland are ac« 
complished bj steam or water. I saw in a huge 
horizontal wheel, about a dozen of thèse poor 
créatures labouring so hard, that mj verj heart 
ached to see them, aud I begf ed that the machine 
might be stopped that I might speak to them ; — 
but when it t^a« stopped and I beheid their»half 
sarage, half stupified, I had almost said bnUiJied 
countenances, I could not utter a single word— 
bnt gave them something and turned away. 

** Compassion is wasted upon such créatures,** 
said R — — , "do y ou not see that their minds arc 
degraded down to their condition ? they do not 
pity themselves:"— but therefore did I pity them 
the more. 

Bologna, Nov. 5. 

I fear I shall retaîn a dîsagreeable impression of 
Bologna, for hère I am again ill. I hâve seen lit- 
tle of what the town contains of beautiful and 
curious: and that little, under unpleasant and 
paînful circumstances. 

Yesterday we passed through Ferrara; only 
stopping to change horses and dine. We snatcb^ 
ed a moment to visit the hospital of St. Anna 
and the prison of Tasso — the glory and dis- 
grâce of Ferrara. Over the iron gâte is written 
" Ingresso alla prigione di Torquato Tasso." Thp 
cell itself is miserably gloomy and wretched, anîi 
not above twelve feet square. How amply .ha« 
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poBterity avenged the cause of the poet on hU 
tjrant: and as we émerge from his obscure dun- 
cecHi and descend the steps of the hospital of St. 
^una^ Tvith what fervent natred, indignation and 
scorn, do we gaze ufion the towers of the uglj 
red brick palace, or rather fortress, whicb deforms 
the great square; and where Alphonso feasted 
while Tasso wept ! The inscription on the door 
of the cell, calling on strangers to venerate the 
spot where Tasso, ^< Infermo pià ditristezza che 
delîria" was confined seven years and one month 
— -was'placed there bj the French, and its accura- 
cy may be doubted ; as far as I can recollect 
The grass growing in the wide streets of Ferrara* 
is no pœtical exaggeration ; I daw it rank and 
long even on the thresholds of the deserted hou* 
ses, whose sashiesa Windows and flapping doors, 
and roofless wails> looked strangelj desolate. 

I wiU say nothing of Bologna;— «for the few 
days I hâve spent hère hâve been to me days of 
acute suffering, in more ways than I wish to re- 
meniber, and therefore dare not dwell upon. 

At Covigliajo in the Âppenines. 
O for the pencil of Salvator^ or the peu of a 
Radcliffe ! But could either, or could botn united. 
give to my mind the scènes of to-day, in ail their 
splendid combinations, of beauty and brightneas» 
gloom and grandeur? A picture may presejit to 
fiie eye a small portion of the boundiess whole— 
one aspect of the ever varying face of nature; and 
words» how weak are they!— they are but the ele- 
-ments ont of which the quick imagination frames 
and composes lovely landscapes, accordin^ to its 
power or its peculiar character ; and in which the 
«nimaginative man findsonly a mère chaos of ver- 
^iage, withotttformi and void, 
7* 
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The ficenery of the Appetiitieg is altogéthêr dif- 
férent in character from that of the Alps : it U 
lésa bold, les» lofty, les» abrupt and terrifi€-4Mit 
more beautiful ; more luxuriant, and infinitely 
more varied. Atone time, the road wound amans 

Ï précipices and crags, crowned with dismantlei 
brtressefl and ruined castles — sktrted with dsrk 
pine foresta — ^and opening into wild recenses of 
gloom, and immeasurâble depths like those of 
Tartarus profound ; thcn came such glimpses of 
paradise ! such soft sunny valleys and peace^i 
namlets — and rine-clad eminences and rich pas- 
tures, with hère and there a convent half hidèen 
by groves of cypress and cedars. As we ascend- 
ed we arrived at a height from which, lookifie 
back, we could see the whole of Lombardy spread 
at our feet ; a vast, glittering, indistinct land- 
scape, bounded on the north by the summits of 
the Alps, just apparent above the horizon, like a 
range of small sitvery clouds ; and on the east a 
long unbroken line of bluish light marked the far 
distant Adriatic; as the day declined, and w« 
continued our ascent, ('occasionally assisted by a 
yoke of oxen, where tne acclivity was very pre- 
cipitate,) the mountains closed around us, the 
scenery becamemore wildly romantic, barren and 
bleak. At length, after passing the crater of a 
volcano, visible through the gloom by its duJi red 
light, we arrived at the Inn of Covigliajo, an un- 
couth dreary édifice, situated in a lonely and de- 
solate spot, some miles from any other habitation. 
■ This is the very Inn, infamous for a séries of tl^ 
most horrible assassinations, couimitted hère some 
years ago. TraveJlers arrived, departed, disap- 
peared, and were never heard of more ; by what 
agency, or in what manner disposed of, could not 
be discovered. It was supposed for some time 
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that a hoi:4e of banditti were harboured among 
the mountains, and the police were for a loua; 
tiine in active search for theoiy ivhile the real 
miscreants remained unsuspected frotn their seeia* 
ing tnsigaiôeance and helplessness ; thèse wer^e 
the mistress of the Inn, tne Camerière» and the 
Éuraté of the nearest village, about two leagues 
ofil Thej secretly murdered everjr traveller who 
was supposed to carrjproperty— buried or burn- 
ed their clothes, packages, and vehicle^ retaining 
nothing but their watches, jewels^ and nipney. 
The whole story, with ali its horrorâ, the maa- 
ner of diacoverj, and the fate of thèse wretches, 
J8 told, I think, by Forsyth, who can hardLy be 
sttspected of romance or exaggeration. I hâve 
him not with me to refer to ; bnt I well remem- 
ber the mysterious and shuddering dread wit^h 
which I read the anecdote. I am glad no one else 
rseems to recollect it, The Inn at présent con* 
.tains many more than it can possibly accommo- 
date. We hâve secured the best rooms, or ra- 
ther the ordy rooms — and besides ourselves and 
other foreigners, there are number$ of native 
travellers ; some of whom arrived on horseback, 
and others with the Vetturini. A kind of gallery 
or corridor séparâtes the sleeping rooms, and is 
divided by a curtain into two parts : the smaller 
is appropriated to us, as asaloon ; the other half, 
as I contemplate it at this moment through a 
rent in the curtain, présents a sin^ular and truly 
Italian spectacle — ^a huge black iron lamp sus- 
pended by a chain from the rafters, throws aflar- 
mg and shifting light around. Some trusses of 
hay hâve been shaken down upon the floor, to 
. aupply the place of beds, chairs, and tables ; and 
-there reclinms in varions attitudes, I see a jium- 
.ber of dark looking figures, some eating and 
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drinkÎDff; smxie sleepîng; some playing at carda; 
8ome teïling stories witn ail the Italiaa variety of 
^stieulation and intonation ; some adeatlj look- 
mg on» or listening. Two or three common look- 
ing fsllows began to smoke their segars, but when 
it was'suggested that this migfat incommode the 
ladies on the other aide of the curtain» they with 
genuine politeness ceased directlj. Through 
this motley and picturesque assemblage I hâve to 
make my way to my bed room in a few minutes 
•<— I witl take another look at them and then — ->- 
andiamo ! 

Plopence, Nov. 8. 

" La bellissima e famossima figlia de Roma,^' 
as Dante calls her in some relenting moment. 
Last night we siept in a blood stained hovel— 
and tonight we are lodged in a palace. So mach 
for the vicissitudes of travelling. 

I am not subject to idle fears, and least of ail 
to superstitious fears — but last night, at Covîglîa- 
jo, I could not sleep — I could not even lie down 
for more than a few minutes together. The whis- 
pered voices and hard breathins; of the men who 
slept in the corridor, from whom only a slîght 
door divided me, disturbed and fevered my nerves; 
horrible imagînings were ail around me : and 
gladly did I throw open my wîndow at the first 
glimpse of the dawn, and gladly did I hear the 
first well known voice which summoned me to a 
hasty breakfast. How revivîng was the breath of 
the early morning, after leaving that close, suffo- 
cating, ill omened Inn ! how beautiful the blush 
gf light stealîng downwards from the illUmined 
summits to the valleys, tinting the fleecy mists, 
as they rose from the earth^ till ail the landscape 
was flooded with sunshine : and when at lengdi 
we passed the mountains and began to descend 
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înto the rich vales of Tuscany — when from the 
heights above Fèsole we beheld the city of Flo- 
rence, and above it the joung moon and the even* 
ing star, suspended side bj sîde; and iloating 
over the whole of the Val d'Arno, and the lovely 
hills wbich enclose it, a mîst, or rather a sufiusioa 
of the richest rose colour, which gradually as the 
day decUned, faded, or rather deepened into pur- 
pie ^ then I first understood ail the enchantment 
of an Italîan landscape — O what a country is this ! 
AU that I see, I/ee/—- ail that I/ae/, sinks so deep 
into my heart and my memory ! the deeper be- 
cause Isufier^-and because I neverthink of ex- 
pressing, or sharing one émotion with those 
around me, but lock it up in my own bosom ; or 
at least in my little book — as I do now. 
. Nov. JC — We visited the gallery for the first 
time yesterday morning; and I came away with 
my eyes and imagination so dazzled with excel- 
lence, and so dîstracted with variety, that I re- 
tained no distinct recollection of any particular 
object except the Venus ; which of course was the 
first and great attraction. This morning was 
much more delightful : my powers of discrimina- 
tion rèturned, and my power of enjoyment was 
not diminished. New perceptions of beauty and 
excellence seemed to open upon my mind ; and 
faculties long dormant, were roused to pleasura- 
ble activity. 

I came away untired, unsated ; and with a de- 
lightful and distinct impression of ail I had seen. 
I leave to catalogues to particularise; and am 
icontent to admire and to remember. 

I am glad I was not disappointed in the Venus, 
which I lialf expected. Neither wàs I surprised: 
but I felt while I gazed, a sensé of unalloyed and 
unmingled pleasure» and forgot the cant of criti- 
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cism. It has the 8ame effect to the cye, that pcr- 
fect harmony has upon the ear : and i think I can 
understand wh j no copy, cast, or model» hoi^ver 
accurate, however exquisite, can convey thé' im- 
pression of tenderness and sweetness, the divine 
and peculiar charm of the original. 

Atter dinner we walked in the grojinds of the 
Cascine, — a dairy farm belonging tb the grand 
duke, just without the gâtes of Florence. The 
promenade lies along the bank of the river» andis 
sheltered and beautifui. We saw few native 
Italîans» but ereat numbers of English walking 
and riding. The day was as warm, as sunny, 
as brilliant as the first days of September in Eng- 
land. 

To-night, after resting a little, I went out to 
v}ew the effect of the citj and surrounding scene- 
ry, by moon light. It is not alone the brilliant 
purity of the skies and atmosphère, nor the pe- 
culiar character of the scenery which strikes a 
stranger ; but hère art harmonizes with nature : 
the style of the buildings, their flat projecting 
roofs, white walls, balconies, colonnades and sta- 
tues, arc ail set off to advantage by the radiancç 
of an Italian moon. 

I walked across the first bridge, from which I 
had a fine view of the Ponte délia Trinità, with 
its graceful arches and light balustrade, touched 
with the sparkling moonbeams, and relieved by 
dark shadow : then I strolled along the quay in 
front of the Corsini palace, and beyond the co* 
lonnade of the Uffizi, to the last of the four 
bridges ; on the middle of which I stood, and 
looked back upon the city — (how justly styled 
the Fair!) — with ail its buildings, its dômes, its 
steeples, its bridges, and woody hills, and glittei*- 
ing convents. and marble villas, peeping from em- 
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boweIV|^>^y^g and cjpresses ; and far off, thc 
Ih^^ pcaks of the Appenines» shining against 
*"® J&rk purple sky ; the whole blended together 
J2^ne delicious scène of shadowy splendeur. Af- 
tSt contemplating it yfith a kind of melancholj 
"Éelight, long enough to get ît by heart, I returned 
homewards. Men were standing on the wall 
along the Amo» in various picturesque attitudes, 
fishing» after the Italian rashion, with slngular 
nets suspended to long pôles ; and as I saw their 
dark figures between me and the moonlight, and 
elevated above my eye, they looked like colossal 
stfitues* I then strayed into the Piazza del Gran 
Duca. Hère the rich moonlîght, streaming throush 
the arcade of the gallery, fell directly upon the 
iinePerseusofBenTenutoCellini; and illuminat- 
ing the green bronze, touched it with a spectral 
a»d supernatural beauty. Thence I walked round 
the equestrian statue of Cosmo, and so home over 
the Ponte Alla Carrajo. 

Nov. 11. — I spent about two hours in the gal- 
lery, and for the first time saw the Niobe. This 
statue bas been for a long time a favourite of my 
imagination, and I approached it, treading softly 
and slowly, and with a feeling of révérence; for 
I had an impression that the original Niobe, would, 
like the original Venus, surpass ail the casts and 
copies I had seen, both in beauty and expression: 
but apnarently, expression îs more easily caught 
than aellcacy and grâce, — ^and the grandeur and 
pathos of the attitude and grouping, easily copied 
— for I think, the best casts of the Niobe are ac- 
cu rate counterparts of the original ; and at the 
first glance I was capriciously disappointed, be- 
càuse the statue did not surpass my expectations. 
It should be contemplated from a distance. It is 
supposed that the whole group once ornamented 
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thc pediment of a temple — ^prohaUj tlfc'ljl|ii|ii ^ 

Diana or Latona. I once saw a beauûfulT**T[> 
ing bj Mr. Cockerell, of the manner in whl^"^ 
supposed the whole group was distribu ted. m^y 
of the figures arerough and unfinlshed at thebaSb 
as if they had been piaced on a height and vie«^ 
only in front. 

In the same room with the Niobe, is a head 
which struck me more — ^the Alexandre MouranU 
The title seemed to me misapplied ; for there is 
something indignant and upbraiding, as wdl as 
mournfui, in the expression of this raagniiicent 
head. It is undoubtedly Alexander — but Alex- 
ander reproaching the gods— or callingupoa Hea- 
ven for new worlds to conquer. 

I visited aiso the gallerj of Bronzes : it con* 
tains among other master-pieces, the aerial Mer- 
cury of John of Bologna, of which we see such a 
muitiplicity of copies. There is a conceit in 
perchm^ him upon the bluff cheeks of a little 
Èolus : but what exquisite lightness in the figure ! 
— 4iOW it mounts, how it iloats, disdaining the 
earth ! On leaving the gallerj, I sauntered about ; 
visited some churches, and then returned home 
depressed and wearied ; and in this melancholj 
humour l had better close mj book, lest I be 
tempted to write what I could not bear to see 
written. 

Sundaj. — At the English Ambassador's Cha^ 
pel. To attend public worship among our own 
countrjmen, and hear the praises of God in our 
native accents, in a strange land, among a strange 
people, where a différent language, différent majQ- 
ners, and a différent religion prevaiU affecta the 
mind, or at least ought to affect it ; — and deeplj 
too : jet I cannot saj that I felt devout this mor&- 
ing. The last daj I visited St. Mark's, when I 
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knelt down beside the poor weeping gîrl and her 
dove-basket, my heart was toucned, and m j pray- 
ers, I hambly trust, wcre not unheard : to-day, m 
that hot, close crowded room, amons those fine 
people, flaunting in ail the luxurj of dress, I felt 
suffocated» feverish, and mj head acked— the 
clergyman too— 

jK il» « « «« 

Samuel Rogers paid us a long visit this morn- 
ing. He does not look as if the suns of Italj had 
revivified him*— but he is as amiable and amusing 
as ever. He talked long, et avec beaucoup (Ponc* 
tion, of ortolans and fi^s ; tlll methought it was the 
very poetry of epicunsm ; and put me in mind of 
hîs own suppers — 

** Where blushing fruits throug^h scatter^d leaves invite» 
Still clad in bloom and veiled in azuré Hght. 
The wine as rich in years as Horace sings ;*' 

and the rest of his description» worthy of a poeti- 
cal Apictus. 

Rogers may be seen every day about eleren or 
twelve, in the Tribune, seated opposite to the 
Venus, which appears to be the exclusive object 
of his adoration ; and gazing, as if he hoped, like 
another Pygmalion, to animate the statue : or ra- 
ther, perhaps, that the statue might animate him» 
A young Englishman of fashion, with as much ta 
lent as espièglerie, placed an epistle in verse be- 
tween the fingers of the statue, addressed to Ro- 
gers; in which the Goddess entreats hhn not to 
corne there ogling her every day ;— for though 

n stiU alive/' sne 



^ partial firîends misht deem nim ! 
knew by fais looks ne had come frofxv the other 
8 
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side of the Siyx ; and retained her antique ab« 
horrence of the spectral dead, &c. &c. She con- 
cluded by beaeeching him, if he couid not desist 
from hauntlng her with his ghoatly présence, at 
least to spare her the added misfortune of being 
be-rhjmed bj his Muse. 

Rogers, with equal good nature and good sensé, 
neither noticed thèse lines, nor withdrew his 
friendship and intimacj from the writer. 

« « « « « iK 

Carlo Dolce is not one of my farourite Mas- 
ters. There is a cloying sweetness in his style, 
a gênerai want of power which wearies me : yet 
I brought away from the Corsini Palace to-day 
an impression of a head by Carlo Dolce, (La 
Poesia,) which I shall neverforget. Now I recall 
the picture, I am at a loss to tell where lies the 
charm which has thus powerfully seized on my 
imagination. Hère afe-no' " eyes upturned like 
one inspired" — no distortion— no rapt enthusi- 
asm— no Muse fuU of the God ;— but it is a head 
so purely, so divinely intellettual, so heavenly 
sweet, and yet so penetrating, — so full of sensibil- 
ïtj, and yet so unstained by earthly passion — ^so 
brilliant, and yet so calm — that if Carlo Dolce had 
lived in our days, I should hâve thousht he inten- 
ded it for the pcrsonified genius of Wordsworth^s 
poetry. There is such an individual reality about 
this lîeautiful head, that I am inclined to believe 
the tradition, that it is the portrait of one of Carlo 
Dolce's daughters, who dled young : — ^and yet 

" Did evep mortal mixture of eu*th's mould 
Breathe such divine, enchanting ravishment ?" 

Nov. 15d— *Ottr stay at Florence promises to be 
far gayer than either Milan or Yenice, or even 
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Paris : more diversified by society, as well as af- 
fordÎDg a wider field of occupation and amuse- 
ment. 

Sometimes in the long evenings» when fatisued 
and over-excited, 1 recline apart on the sota, or 
bury mjself in the recesses oi SifauieuU; when I 
am aware that my mind is wandering away to for- 
bîdden thèmes, 1 force my attention to what is 
going forward ; and often see and hear much that 
is entertaining, if not improving. People are so 
accustomed to my pale face, languid inclifference» 

and, what M calls my impracticable silence, 

that after the first glance and introduction, I be - 
lieve they are scarcely sensible of my présence : 
so I sit, and look, and listen, secure and harbour- 
ed in my apparent dulness. The llashes of wit, 
the attempts at sentiment, the affectation of en- 
thusiasm, the absurdities of folly, and the blun- 
ders of ignorance, the contrast of characters and 
the clash of opinions, the scandalous anecdotes 
of the day, related with sprightly malice, and lis- 
tened to with equally màîicious avidity, — ail 
thèse, in my days of health and happiness, had 
power to surprise, or amuse, or provoke me. I 
could mingle then in the conilict of minds ; and 
bear my part with smiles in the social circlej 
though the next moment perhaps [ might con- 
temn myself and others : and the personal scan- 
dai, the characteristic taie, the amusing foUy, or 
the m alignant wit, were eifaced from my mlnd — 

— *'Like forms with chalk 
Painted on rich men's floors for one feast nîght." 

Now ît is différent : I can smilc yet : but my 
smile is in pity, rather than in mockepj* If suN 
fering has subdued my mind to seric^usness and 
perhaps enfeebled its powers, I may at ieast hope 
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that it has not soured or embittered mj temper:*- 
îf what could once amuse, no longer amuses,-— 
ivhat could once provoke has no longer power to 
irritate : thus mj loss may be improved înto a 
gain— car tout est bien, quand tout est mal. 

It 18 sorrow which roakes our expérience ; it îs 
sorrow which teaches us to feel properlj for our- 
selves and for others. We must feel deeplj, be- 
fore we can think rightly. It is not in the tem- 
pest and storm of passions, we can reflect, — ^but 
afterwards, when the waters hâve gone over our 
soûls and like the precious gems and the rich mer- 
chandize which the wild wave casts on the shore 
out of tl^e wreck it has made — such are the 
thoughts left by retiring passions. 

Beflection is the resuit of feeling; from that 
absorbing, heart-rending compassion for oneself, 
(the most painful sensation, aimost, of which our 
nature is capable,) springs a deeper sjmpathj for 
others ; and from the sensé of our own weakness, 
and our own self upbraidings, arises a disposition 
to be indulgent — to forbear — and to forgive — ^so 
at least it ought to be. When once we hâve shed 
those inexpressibly bitter tears, which fall unre- 
garded, and which we forget to wipe away — O 
how we shrink from inflicting pain! how we shud- 
der at unkindness; — and thmk ail htfrshness, 
even in thought, only another name for cruelty ï 
Thèse are but corn mon -place truths, I know, 
which'Often hâve been a thousand times better ex- 
pressed. Formerly^ I heard them, read them, 
and thought I believed them : now I feel them ; 
and feeling, I utter them as if they were some- 
thîng new.— Alas ! the lessons of sorrow are as 
old as the world itself. 

To-day we hâve scen nothing new. In the 
morning I was ill : in the afternoon we drove to the . 
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Cascina; and whilç the rest walked, I spread mj 
shawl upon the bank and basked like a lizard in 
the sunshine. It was a most lovelj day, a sum- 
merdaj in England. In this paradise of a 
countrj, the common air, and earth, and skies^ 
seem happiness enough. While I sat to-daj, on 
m^ green bank — languid îndeed, but free from 
pain — and looked round upon a scène which has 
lost its novelty, but none of its beautj^, where 
Florence, with its slitterinç dômes and its back- 
ground of sunny hiîls, termmated my view on one 
side, and the Appenines^ tinted with rose colour 
and gold, bounded it on the other, I felt not only 
pleasure, but a deep thankfulness that such plea* 
sures were yet left to me. 

Among the gay figures who passed and repass- 
ed before me, I remarked a benevolent but rath- 
er heavj looking old gentleman, with a shawl 
hanging over his arm, and holding a parasol, with , 
which ne was gallantlj shading a little plain old 
woman from the November sun. After them 
walked two joung ladies, simplj dressed; and 
then followed a tall and very handsome young 
man, with a plain but élégant girl hanging on his 
arm. This was the Grand Duke and his family; 
with the Prince of Carignano, who has lately 
married one of his daughters. Two seryants, in 
plain drab liyeries, followed at a considérable dis- 
tance. People politely drew on one side as thej 
approached; but no other homage was paid to 
the soverelgn, who thus takes his walk in public 
almost every day. Lady Morgan is merrjr at the 
expense of the Grand Duke's taste for brick and 
mortar : but monarchs, like other men, must haye 
their amusements ; some invent uniforms, some 
stitch embroidery; — and why should not this 
goodnatured Grand Duke amuse bimself with his 
8* 
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trowel if heiikea it? as to the Prince of Cuig- 
nano I gîve him up to her lash— ^ iraUre^^bat per- 
haps he thought oe waA doing right : and at ail 
events there are not flatterera wantiog, to call his. 
perfid j patriotism. 

I am told that Florence retains its réputation 
ofbeing the most devout capital in Italj, and that 
hère love, music, and dévotion hold divided em* 
pire, or rather are triajuncta in uno. The libér- 
al patronage and fine taste of Lord Burghersh, 
contribute perhaps to make music so rouch a pas* 
sion as it is at présent. Magnelli the Grand 
Duke's Maestra di Cappella» and Director of the 
Conaervatorio, is the finest ténor in Italy. I hâve 
the pleasure of hearing him frequently, and think 
the purity of his taste at least equal to the per- 
fection 01 his voice; rare praise for a singer in 
thèse ** most brisk and gidaj paced Urnes !" He 
gave us last night the beautiful recitative which 
Uitroduces Desdemona's song in Othello — 

Nessun maggior dolore, 
Che ricordarsi del tempo felice 
Nella miseria ! 

and the words, the music, and the divine pathos 
of the man's voice combined, made me feel-— as I 
thought I never could hâve felt again. 



To 



As sounds of sweetest music, heard at eve, 
When summer dews weep over languid flowers, 
When the still air convejs each touch, each tone» 
However faint — and breathes it on the ear 
With a distinct and thrilling power, that leaves 
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lift msmory 1^ witUn the ni^ar'd soûl,-— 
— 'Esensuch thou art to mel—rand thus I sit 
And feel ijlie harmopj that round thee lives. 
And breathes from everj feature. Thus I sit— > 
And when roost quiet — cold — or silent — then 
£ven then, I feel.each word^ each look, each tone ! 

There's not an accent of that teuder voice, 
There's not a daj-beam of those sunbnght eye$, 
]^^or passing smile, nor melancKolj srace, 
Nor thought half utter'd, feeling hait betray'd, 
Nor glance of kindnesâ,— no, nor gentlest touch 
Of that dear hand, in amity extended, 
That e'er was lost to me ; — that treasur'd well. 
And oft recall'd, dwells not upon my soûl 
Liike sweetest'music heard at summer's eve ! 



Yesterday, we visited the church of San La- 
renzo, the Laurentian lîbrary, and the Fietra 
Difra manufactory, and afterwards spent an hour 
in the Tribune. 

In a Uttle chapel in the San Lorenzo are 
Michel Angelo's famous statues, the Morning, 
the Noon, the Ëvening, and the Night. I looked 
at them with admiration rather than with pleasure; 
for tber^ is something in the severe and over- 
powerlng style of this master, which atFects me 
disagreeably, as beyond my feeling, and above 
my compréhension. Thèse statues are very ill 
disposea for effect: the confined cell, (such it 
seemed) in which they are placed is so strangely 
disproportioned to the awful and massive granr 
deur of their forms. 

There is a picture by Michel Angelo, consider- 
ed a chef d'œuvre, which hangs in the Tribune, 
to the right of the Venus : now if ail the connois- 
seurs in the world» with Yasari at their head, 
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wcreto harangue for an hour together on th^ 
mérita of this picture, I mîght submit în silence, 
for I am no connoisseur| but that it is a disag;ree- 
able, a hateful picture, is an opinion which fire 
could not melt out of me. In spite of Messieurs les 
Connoisseurs, and Michel Angelo's famé, T would 
die in it at the stake : for instance hère is the 
Biessed Virgin, not the Virgine Santa, d'ognî 
grazia piena," but a Virgin, whose brick-dust 
colourea face, harsh unfeminine features, and 
muscular, masculine arms, give me the idea of a 
washerwoman, (con rispetto parlando !) an infant 
Saviour with the proportions of a giant : and wbat 
shall we say of <ne nuditj of the figures in the 
back ground; profaning the subject and shocking 
at once good taste and good sensé? A little farther 
on, the eye rests on the divine Madré di Dio of 
Correggio : what beauty, what sweetness, what 
maternai love and humble adoration are blended 
in the look and attitude with which she bends 
over her infant ! Beyond it hangs the Madonna 
del Gardellino of Raffaelle :.whatheavfenly|;race, 
what simplicity, what saint-like purity, m the 
expression of that face, and that exquisite mouth ! 
And from thèse must I turn back, on pain of be- 
ing thought an ignoram'us, to admire the coarse 
perpétration of Michel Angelo — because it is 
Michel Angelo's P But I speak in ignorance. 

To return to San Lorenzo. The chapel of the 
Medici, begun by Ferdinand the first, where coarse 
brick work and plaster mingle with marbles and 
eems, is still unnnished and likely to remain so: it 
did not interest me. The fine bronze Sarcopha^s 
which encloses the ashes of Lorenzo the Magnifi- 
cent, and of his brother Giuliano, assassinated by 
the Pazzi, ioterested me far more. While I was 
standing carelessly in front of the high altar» I 
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happened to look down, and under my feet were 
thèse wordSy "to Cosmo thb Vénérable, thb 
Father of his Countrt." I moved awaj in 
haste— and before I had decided to my own sat- 
isfaction .upon Cosmo's claims to the gratitude 
and vénération of posterity, we left the church, 

At the Laurentian library we were edified by 
the sisht of some famous old manuscrîptSj in- 
valuabie to classical scholars. To my uniearned 
eyes the manuscript of Petrarcb, containing por- 
traits of himself and Laura, was more interesting, 
Petrarch is hideous — but I was pleased with the 
head of Laura, which in spite of the antique dry- 
ness and stifiness of the painting, has a soft and 
délicate expression not unlike one of Carlo Dol- 
ce's Madonnas. Hère we saw Galileo's fore-fin- 
ger pointing up to the skies from a white marble 
pedestal; and exciting more dérision than re- 
spect. 

At the Pietra Dura, notwithstanding the beauty 
and durability of some of the objects manufactur- 
ed, the resuit seemed to me scarce worth the in- 
credible time, patience and labour required in 
the work. Par exemple, six months hard labour 
spent upon a butterny in the lid of a snuff box 
seems a most disproportionate waste of time.-r- 
Thirty workmen are employed hère at the Grand 
Duke's expense ; for this manufacture, like the 
Gobelinsat Paris, is exclusively carriedon for the 
sovereign. 

Nov. 26. — ^I am struck in this place wlth grand 
beginnings and mean endinss.. t hâve not yet 
seen a finished chUrch; even the Duomo has no fa- 
çade. 

YeSterday we visited the Palazzo Mozzi to see 
Benvenuto'sjpicture, *' The Night after the Battle 
of Jena.'^ Then séveral churches — The Santa 
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Crocc, which is hallowed ground : the Annoncia' 
ta^ celebrated for the frescos of Andréa del Sarto; 
and the Carminé» whlch pleased me bj the light 
élégance of its architecture, and its fine alto-re- 
lievos in white marble. In this church is the 
chapel of the Madonna del Carmele, painted bj 
Masuccio and the most ancient frescos extant ; 
thej are curions rather than beautiful^ and going 
to decaj. 

To-daj wc visîted the school of the Fine Arts : 
it contains a verj fine and ample collection of 
casts after the antique; and some of the works 
of modem artists and students are exhibited. — * 
Were I lo judge from the spécimens I hâve seea 
hère and elsewhere, I shoulcl say that a cold, glar- 
ing, hard tea-tray style prevails in painting, and 
a still worse taste, if possible, in sculpture. No 
80ul, no grandeur, no simplicitj; a meagre in- 
sipidity in the conception, a nicety of finish in the 
détail; affectation mstead of grâce, distortion 
instead of power, and prettiness instead of beau- 
tr. Yet tne artists who exécute thèse works, and 
tnose who buy them hâve free access tô the mar- 
vels of the gallery, and the treasures of the Pitti 
Palace. Are they sans eyes, sans soûls, sans 
taste, sans every thing, but raoney and self con- 
ceit ? 

Nov. 27.— Our mornings, however otherwise 
occujpied, are generally concluded by an hour in 
the ôallery or at the Pitti Palace ; the evenîngs 
are spent in the Mercato Nuovo, in the workshops 
of artists, or at the Cascina. 

To-day at the Gallery I examined the Dutch 
school and the Salle des Portraits, and endifd as 
usual with the Tribune. The Salle des Portraits 
contains a complète collection of the portraits of 
patnters down to the présent day. In gênerai 
theîr respective countenances are expressive of 
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their characters and style of paintins. Poor.Har- 
low's picture, painted b^ himself, is hère. 

The Datch and Flemish painters (în spite of 
their exquisite pots and panSj and cabbages and 
carrots» their birch brooms* in which you ean 
count every twig, and their carpets in \yhich you 
can reckon every thread, do not interest me; their 
landscapes too, nowever natural, are mère Dutch 
nature (with some brilliant exceptions,) fat cattle» 
clipped trees, boors and wind-mills. Of course I 
am not speaking of Vandyke, nor of Rubens» 
he that " in the colours of the rainbow lived," 
nor of Rembrandt, that king of clouds and sha- 
dows ; but for mine own part, I woùld give up ail 
that Mieris, Nctscher, Teniers and Gérard Douw 
ever produced, for one of Claude's Eden-like 
créations, or one of Guido's lovely heads-— or 
merely for the pleasure of looking at Titian's 
Flora once a day, I would give a whole gallery of 
Dutchmen, if I had them. 

In the Daughter of Herodias, by Leonardo da 
Vinci, there is the same etemal face he always 
paints, but with a peculiar expression — she turns 
away her head with the air ot a fine lady, whose 
sensés are shocked by the sight of blood and 
death, while her heart remains untouched either 
by remorse or pity. 

His ghastly Médusa made me shudder while it 
fascinated me, as if in those loathsotme snakes, 
writhing and gUtterîng round the expiring head, 
and those abhorred and . fiendish abominations 
crawling into life, there still lurked the fabled 
spell wnich petrified the beholder. Poor Me- 
misa ! was this the guerdon of thy love? and were 
those the tresses which enslaved the ocean's lord? 
Methinks that in this wild mythological fiction, in 
the terrifie vengeance which Minerva takes for 
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ker prafimed temple» and in the undylng sûalces 
vhich for ever hiss round the head of hér vîctim^ 
there is a deep moral* if woman would lay it to 
her heart. 

In Guercino's Endjmion, the very mouth is 
aslcep*-in his Sybil the rery eyeê arc prophétie— 
and glanée into futurity. 

The boyish but divine St John by Raffaelle did 
not please me so well as some of his portmitsand 
Maaonnas; his Léo the Tenth for instance, his 
Julins the Second, or even hisIForfiartna: and I 
may observe hère, that I admire Titiàn's Uuste 
much more than Rafl&elle's, m fait de maitresù. 
The Fomarina is a merefemme au peuple, a coar^ 
virago, compared to the refined, the e^tquîsîte La 
Manto, in the Pitti Palace. I think the Fl<Ra 
must hâve been painted from the same lovelj 
model, as far as I can judge from compared re- 
collections, for I hâve no authority to refer td. 
The former is the most élégant, and the iatter the 
most poetical female portrait I ever saw. At Ti- 
tian's Venus in the Tribune, one hardly ventares 
to look np; it is the perfection of earthlr loveli- 
ness, as the Venus de Medici is ail idéal— 4iU 
celestial beauty. In the multiplied copies and 
engravings of this picture I see every wnere, the 
bashfnl sweetness of the countenance, and the 
tender languid repose of the figure are made 
coarse, or something worse: degraded in short 
into a character altogether unlike the original. 

I say nothing of the Gallery of the Palazzo 
Pitti ; which is not a collection so much as a sdec- 
tionet the most invaiuable gems and masterpie- 
ces of art The imagination, dazzled and bewil' 
deréd by exeellenee, can scarcely make a choice— 
but I think the Madonna Délia Seggiola of Raf- 
faelle, Allori'j» magnificent Judith, Guidons Cleo- 
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patra, a&d Sftlvttor's Catiline, dwell mdst iipon 
mj memoiy. 

Nov. £4^Âfter diimer, we drove to the beau- 
tifttl gardens of the Villa Strozzi, on the Mcmte 
Ulivetto, and the eveuing we spent at the Coco- 
mero, where we saw a détestable opéra, capitally 
actedf and heard the most vile, noisj, anmeaning 
music» 8ttng to perfection. 

, Nov. S6^— Yesterday we spent some hours at 
Morghen'g gallery, looking over his engravinn; 
and afterwfurds examined the bronze eates of the 
Baptistenr, which Michel Angelo used to call tiie 
gâtes of raradise. We then ascended the Caîn- 
paoile or Belfry Tower to see the view from its 
«umniît Florence lay at our feet, diminished to 
a model of itself, with its walls and gâtes, its 
streets and bridges, palaces and charches, ail and 
each distinctly visible; and beyond, the Yai 
d'Arno with its amphithéâtre of hills, viDas, and 
its vineyards — classical Fesole, with its ruîned 
castle, and Monte Ulivetto, with its diadem of 
cypresses; luxuriant nature and j^racefnl art, 
blending into one glorious picture, which nosmokj 
vaponrs, no damp exhalations, blotted and di«- 
coioured; but ail was serenely brisht and fair, 
say with moving life, and rien wi& redundant 
fertility. 

O del? Etruria gran Clttà Reina 
D'arde diatudi, e di grand' or féconda 
Oui tra quanto il sol guarda e 1 mar cîrconda» 
Ogn' altra in preg^o ai belta s' inchina: 
Honti sc^eibi, la coi fronte alpina 
Fa di se contra i venti amne e sponda 
Vallibeaite, pcrout d'onda in onda 
9 
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L'Amo con passo signoril cammina: 
Bei sog^orm ove par ch' abbîansi eletto 
Le grazie il segg^o e corne in suo confine 
Sia di natura il bel tutto riatretto, &c. 

Filicaîa will be pardoned for his Hyperboles 
by ail wno remember tbat he was himself a Flo- 
rentine. 

â8« '^Corinne" I find îs a fashionable vade 
mecum for sentimental travellers in Ital^ ; and 
that I too might be à la mode^ I brought it from 
Molini's to-day, with the intention of reading on 
the spot, those admirable and afiecting passages 
which relate to Florence; but when Ibeganto eut 
the leaves, a kind of terror seized me, and I 
threw it down, resolved not to open it again. I 
know mjself weak — ^I feel mvself unhappyj alid 
to find my own feelings refiected from the pa- 
ges of a book, in language too deeply and elo- 
quenty true, is not good for me. I want no helps 
to admiration, nor need I kindle my enthusiasm 
at the torch of another's mind. I can suffer 
enough, feel enough, think enough, without this. 

NotbeÎDgwell,! spent a long morningat home, 
and then strayed into the church of the Santo 
Spîrito, which is near our hôtel. There is in this 
church a fine copy of Michel Angelots Pietà, 
which a monk, whom I met in the church, insis- 
ted was the original. But I believe the original- 
Usimo group is at Rome. There are also two 
fine pictures, a marrîage of the Virgin, in a very 
sweet Guido-like style, and the woman taken in 
adultery. This church is the richest în paintings 
I hare seen hère. I remarked a picture of the 
Vii^n said to be possessed of miraculous powers, 
and that part of it visible, is not idestitute of merit 
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as a paiiiting; but some of her grateful devotees, 
having decorated her with a real blue silk gown, 
spangTed with tinsel stars, and two or three 
crowns one above another, of gilt foil ; the efféct 
îs the oddest imaginable. As I was sitting upon 
a marble step, philosophising to myself, and won- 
dering at what seemed to me such senseless bad 
taste — ^such pitiable and ridiculous superstition, 
there came up a poor woman leading by the hand 
a pale and délicate boy, aboutfour years old : she 
prostrated herself before the picture, while the 
child knelt beside her, and prayed for some tirae 
with fervour^ she then lifted him up, and the 
mother and child kissed the picture alternately 
with great dévotion; then making him kneel 
down and clasp his little hands, she began to 
teach him an Ave Maria, repeating it word for 
Word, slowly and distinctly, so that I got it by 
heart too. Having finished their dévotions, the 
mother put into the child's hands a pièce of mo^ 
ney, which she directed him to drop into a box, 
inscribed, ** per i poveri vergognosi" — '' for the 
bashful poor ;" they.then went their way. I was 
an unperceived witness of this little scène, which 
strongly affected me; the simple piety of this 
poor woman, though mistaken m its object, ap» 
peared to me respectable ; and the Virgin in her 
sky-blue brocade, and her gilt tiaras, no longer an 
object to ridicule. I returned home rejoicing in 
kinder, gentler, happier thoughts; for though I 
may wish thèse poor people a purer worship, yet^ 
as Wordsworth says somewhere, far better than I 
could express it— 

** Rather would I insUntly décline 
" To the traditionary sympathies 
■•* Of a most rustic ignorance, — 
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** ThU ratber would I do, than see and hettt 

** TTic répétitions wearisome of sensé, 

*• Where soal is dcad, and feeling^ hath no place/* 

The Ave Maria which I learnt, or rather siaie 
from my poor wornan, pleases me bj its siroplî- 
cîty. 

AV£ MARIA. 

Dio tî salvi, O Maria, piena di grazia ! Il Sig- 
nore è teco ! tu sei benedetta fra le donne, e be- 
Bedetto è il frutto del tuo seno Oesv ! Santa Ma- 
ria ! inadre di Dio ! Prega par noi peccatori, ades- 
SO9 e nell 'ora délia nostra morte ! e cosi sia."^ 

H^ an * -lHlc 1^- i^ 

Sunday. — Attended divine service at the Eng* 
lish Ambassador's, in the morning, and in the 
evening, not being well enough to go to the Cas- 
erne, I remained at home. I sat down to the 
ivindow and read Foscolo's beautiful poem, " I 
sepolcri;" the subject of my book, and the sight 
of Alfieri's house meeting my eye whenever I 
looked up, inspii:ed the idea of visiting the Santa 
Croce again, and I ventured out unattended. The 
streetR, and particulariy the Lung 'Arno, were 
crowded with gay people, in their holiday cos- 
tumes. Not even our Hyde Park, on a summer 
Sunday, ever presented a more lively spectacle 
or a better dressed mob. I was often tempted to 
turn back rather than encounter this moving mul- 

• Hail, O Maria, full of grâce ! the Lord is with thee ! 
blessed art thou among women, and blessed is the fruit 
of thy womb, even Jésus. Holy Virgin Mary, mother of 
God ! pray for us sinners — both now and in the hour of 
death! Amen.-— Ed. 
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titude ; but at length I found my way to thc San- 
ta Croce, whîch presented a very différent scène. 
The service was over; and a few persons wcre 
walking up and down the aisles» or kneeling at 
différent aitars. In a chapel on the other side of 
the clolsters, they were chanting the Via Crucis ; 
and the blended voices swelled and iloated round, 
then died away, th«n rose a^in; and at length 
sunk into silence. The evenmg was closing fast, 
the shadows of the heavy pillars grew darker and 
dfirker ; the tapers round the high altar twinkled 
in the distance like dots of light, and the tombs 
of Michel Angelo, of Galtleo, of Machiavelli, and 
Alfieri, were projected from the deep shadow in 
indistinct formless masses ; but I needed not to 
see them to image them before me, for with each 
and ail, my fancy was familiar. I spent about an 
hour walkîngup and down — abandoned to thoughts 
which were melancholy, but not bitter. AU me- 
mory, ail feeling, ail grief, ail pain, were swal- 
lowed up in the sublime tranquillity which was 
within me and around me. How could I think 
of myself, and of the sorrow which swells at my 
impatient heart, while ail of genius that^ could 
die, was sleeping round me ? and the spirits of 
tho glorious dead, they who rose above tneir fel- 
low men by the might of intellect — ^whose aim was 
excellence, the noble end <' that made ambition 
virtue," were, or seemed to me, présent îir-and 
if those tombs could haveopened tneir pondérons 
and marble jaws, what historiés of sufferings and 
pei^cution, wrongs and wretchedness might they 
not reveal ? GalUec 



«* chi vide 
Sotto l'etereo padiglion rotarsi 
Piu mondi, e il sole iradiarll immoto^ 
9* 
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pining in the dungeons of the inquisition : Ma* 
chiftvellif 

quel grande, 
Che temprando lo scettro &' regnatori^ 
Gli alor ne l '^ 



tortured and proscribed : Michel Anselo, perse- 
cuted by envy ; and Alfieri perpetuaily torn, as 
he describes himself, by two furies — ^"îra e Ma- 
lincpnia"— 

•* La mente e il cor in perpétua lite.'* 

But they fulfilled their destinies, and inexorable 
Fate will be avenged upon the favourites of hea- 
ven and nature. I can remember but one in- 
stance in which the greatlj sifted spirit was not 
also the conspicuousry wretcned mortal— -our own 
divine Shakespeare; and of him we know but 
little. 

In some books of travels 1 hâve met with, Boc- 
caccio^ Aretino, and Guicciardini, are mentioned 
among the illustrious dead of the Santa Croce. 
The second, if his biosraphers say true, was a 
wretch whose ashes ought to hâve been scattered 
in the air. He was buned, I believe, at Venice — 
or no matter where. Boccaccio's tomb is, or was^ 
at Certaldo, and Guicciardini — I forget the natne 
of the church honoured by his reroains — but it îs 
not the Santa Croce. 

The finest figure on the tomb of Michel An- 
gelo, is Architecture. It should be contemplated 
from the left, to be seen to advantage. Tne ef- 
fect of Alfieri's monument dépends much on the 
position of the spectator : when viewed in front, 
Ihe figure of Italy is very heavy and clamsy; and 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FLOREKCE. lOÂ 

ia uo pmiit of view has ît the erace and delicacy 
"which Canova's statues generaily possess. 

There » a most extraordinary picture in this 
church, representin^ God the Father, supporting 
a dead Christ^ by Cigoli, a painter little known in 
England, tiiough I hare seen some admirable pic- 
tures of his in the collections hère : his style re- 
minds me of Spagnoletto's. 

« 4» 4» « jK « 

Our departure is fixed for Wedncsday next, and 
though I know that change and motion are good 
for me, yet I dread the fatigue and excitement of 
travelling) and I shall leaveTlorence with regrets- 
for a melancholy invalid like myself, there cannât 
be a more delightful résidence : it is gay without 
tumult— -quiet, yet not dull. I hâve not mingled 
m Society, therefore cannot judge of the manners 
of the people ; I trust they are not exactly what 
Forsytti describes; with ail his taste, he some- 
tîmes writes like a caustic old bachelor, and on 
the Florentines he is peculiarly severe. 

AVe leave our friend L. behmd for a few days, 
and our Yenice acquaintance Y. will be our com- 
pagnon de voyage to Rome. Of thèse two young 
men, the first amuses me by his follies, the latter 
rather fatigues^ de trop de raison, The first talks 
too much, the latter too little : the first speaks, 
and speaks egregious nonsense ; the latter ne ver 
says any thingbeyond common-place : the former 
always makes himself ridiculous, and the latter 
never makes himself particularly agreeable : the 
first is {con rispetto parlando) a ereat fool, and the 
latter would be pleasanter were ne less wise. Be- 
tween thèse two opposiies, I was standing this 
evening on the banks of the Arno, contempTating 
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a snnset of unequalled splendour. L. finding thaï 
enthusiaBm was his eue, played off various seBti^ 
mental antics, peeped through his fingers, threw 
hîs head on one side, exclaiming, ** magnificent, 
by JoTe ! Grand ! Grandisûmo ! It just rernind» 
me of what Shakspeare says : * Fair Aurora'— 1 
f(M^et the resf 

y. with hîs hands in his pockets, contemplated 
the superb spectacle — ^the mountains, the valley, 
the clty flooded with a crimson glory, and thé 
river flowing at our feet like moTten ^ld,*-*he 
gazed on it ail with a look of placid satisfaction, 
and then broke oui — '^ well ! this does one's heart 
good!" 

L. (I owe him this justice) is not the author of 
the famousblunder which is now repeated in.eyery 
cîrcle. I am assured it was our neighbour Lord 6. 
though I scarce believeit, who on being presented 
with the Countess of Âlbany's card, exclaimed— 
"The Countessof Albany ! Ah! — true — I remem- 
ber ; wasn't she the widow of Charles the Second, 
who married AriostoP" there being in this celé* 
brated bévue, a glorious confusion of times and 
persons, beyond even my friend L.'s capacity. 

« « 4t jt^ -^ï « 

The whole party are gone to the Countess of 
Albany's to-night to take leave: that being, as L. 
says, " the correct thing.'' Our notions of cor- 
rectness vary with country and climate. What 
Ënglishwoman at Florence would not ^be au dés- 
espoir, to be shut from the Countess of Albany's 
parties — though it is a known and indiscutable 
tact, that she was never married to Alfieri? Ap- 
ropos d'Alfieri — I hâve just been reading a sélec- 
tion of his tragédies — hisFilippo, the Pazzî, Vir- 
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g|Bia« Mîrftt» and whw I ha?e finkked S«itl,I mûl 
read »» moire of them iw some tinie. There is a 
auperabiiiiâaBce of harsh energjr, and a waiit oi 
simfikitjt tenderness and repose throoghout» 
which fatigues me ; until admiration becmnes an. 
^ort instead of a fàeasurable feeltng. Marocbesi, 
a celebrated tragedian» who, Minnutti say», un- 
derstood *' la verafihêojUi délia eamica,^^ used to 
recite Alfieri's tragédies with hiœ, or to him. Âi- 
fieri was himself a bad actor» and declaimer, I 
ana snrprised that the tragedjr of Mirra should be 
a great favourite on the stage hère. A ver j young 
actress, ivho made her début in this character. en* 
chanted the \vhole city, by the admirable manner 
in M'hich she performed it | and the pièce was 
pla jed for eignteen nights successively : a singu- 
far triumph for an actress; though notuncommon 
fer a sineer. In sfHte of its many beauties, and 
the artfuT management of the story, it would, I 
think, be as impossible to make an English audi- 
ence endure the Mirra, as to find an Enelîsh 
actress who would exhibit herself in so revofting 
a part. 

Tuesday.— Our last day at Florence. I walked 
down to the San Lorenzo this morning early, and 
made a sketch of the sarcophagus of Lorenzo de' 
Medici. Afterwards we spent an hour in the 
gallery and bid adieu to the Venus — 

O bella Tenere ! 

Che sola sei, 
Placer degli uomînî 

E degli dei ! 
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When I went to take a last look of Titian's Flo- 
ra, I found itremoved from its station, and an ar- 
tist emplojed in copjing it. I could hâve en- 
▼ied the lady for whom tnis copy wag intended, 
Imt comforted myself vfMh the conviction, that no 
hireling dauber in water-colours, could do justice 
to the heavenljr orignal, whîch only wants mo- 
tion and gpeech, to live indeed. We then spent 
nearlj two hours in the Pttti Palace ; and the 
court having lately removed to Pisa, vtre had an 
opportunity of seeing Canova's Venus, which is 
placed in one of the Grand Duke^s private apart- 
ments. She stands in the centre ot a smali cabi- 
net, pannelled with mirrors, which reflect her at 
once in every possible point of view. This statue 
was placed on the pedestal of the Venus de' Me- 
dicis, during her forced résidence at Paris ; and 
is justly considered as the triumph of modem art: 
but though a most beautifnl créature, she is uot a 
Goddess. I looked in vain for that full divinitj, 
that ethereal something, which breathes round the 
Venus of the Tribune. In another private room 
are two magnificenl landscapes by Salvator Rosa. 
Every good GathoUc has a portrait of the Vir- 
^n hung at the head of his bed ; partly as an ob- 
ject of dévotion, and partly to scare away the 

Eowers of evîl : and for this purpose, the Grand 
^uke has suspended by his bed-side, one of the 
most beautiful of Raffaelle's Madonnas. Truly, 
I admire the good taste of his piety, though it is 
rather selfish thus to appropriate such a gem ; 
when the merest daub would answer the same 
purpose. It was only by secret bribery I obtain- 
ed a peep at this picture ;, as the room is not pub- 
licly shown. 

The lower classes at Florence are in gênerai 
ilMooking; nor hâve I seen one handsome wo- 
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man since I came hère. Their costume too» is 
singularly unbecomin^ : but there ii^ an airj cheer- 
fulness and vivacitjr in their countenances* and a 
civility in their manners, which is pleasing to a 
stranger. I was surprised to see the women, 
even the servant girls, decorated with necklaces 
of real pearl of considérable beauty and value. Oa 
expressing my surprise at this, to a shopkeeper's 
wïfe, she inn>rmed me that thèse necklaces are 
haiided down as a kind of heir-loom, from mother 
to daughter ; and a young woman is considered 
as doweredy \i^ho possesses a handsome chain of 
pearl. If she has no hope of pne in réversion» 
she buvs out of her little earninss a pearl at a 
tinie, till she has completed a neckiace. 

The style of swearing at Florence, is peculiarly 
élégant and classical. I hear the vagabonds in 
the Street adjuring Venus and Bacchus ; and my 
, shoemaker swore " by the aspect of Diana," that 
he would not take less than ten pauls for what 
vras worth about three;— yet was the knave fore- 
sworn. 

*♦*♦*« 
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JOURNEY TO ROME. 

SOF7RI E TAOI. 

Ye empty sbadows of onreid good ! 
FliatitonM ofjcf !— 4oo lo9|[u-too fiur puisniied,. 
Fftfewell ! no longer wUl I idly mourn 
O'er vanish'd bopes that never can retum ; 
No loneer pine o'er hoarded ^efs — ^not chide 
The cold vaîn world, whose faisehood I hâve tried* 
Me, never more can sweet affectiona laoïfep 
-Nor Bmiles awake to confidence and love : 
Tio me» no more can disappointaient aprix^ 
Nor wrong« nor scom, one bkter moment brin|^ ! 
With a firm apirit— thouçh a breaking heart, 
Subdu'd to act througb life my weary part, 
Its closing scènes in patience I await^ 
And hy a stem endurance, conquer fikte ! 

December 8^^Iii beginnîng another volaïae» I 
feel almost inolined to mrow me la9t i&to 4be Sue ; 
as in writine ît, I hâve generall j b^uti tiie reoml 
of one day, oy tearing away the hiuf of whai.was 
written the aaj before : but though it contins 
mach that I would rather forget, and some thiii^ 
written under the impresBions of pain, and «ôçk 
and irritable feelings, I will not yet ungraidt^ 
destroy it. I hâve frequently owed to my Utfle 
Diary, not amusement only, but consolation. It 
has gradually become not only the faitiiful deposi- 
tory of my recollections, but the confidante <h n^ 
feelings, and the sole witness of my tears. I kaow 
not if this be wise: but if it be folly, I hâve tike 
comfort of knowing that a mère act of my vnïl 
destroys for eyer the record of my weakness; Md 
mean time, a confidante, whose mouth is seaied 
with a patent lock and key, and whom I can fwt 
ottt of existence in a single inoment» is not éaa- 
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gerotts ; so, as Lord Bjron elegantly expresses it, 
** Hère goesJ^ 

We îeft Florence this mornîng ; and saw the 
sun rise upon a country so enchantin^l j beautiful» 
that I dare not trust myself to description ; bat I 
felt it, and still feel ilr^-^altHQSt in mj heart. The 
blue cloudless sky, the sun pouring his beams 
upon a land, ivhich^ even in this wintrj season» 
smiles when others languish— the soft varied 
character of the scenery, comprising every spe- 
cies of natural beauty-— the green slope, the 
woody hill, the sheltered valley, the deep dales, 
into which we could just peep, as the carria^ 
whirled us too rapidly by— the ru^ged fantastic 
rocks, cultivated plains and sparkling rivers» and 
beyond alU the chain of the Appenines with light 
clouds floating across them» or resting in their 
recesses — ali this I saw, and felt, and shall not 
forget. 

I Write this at Arezzo, the birth place of Petrarch, 
of Redi, of Ptgnotti, and of that Guido who dis- 
covered Counter-point. Whether Arezzo is re- 
markable for any thing else^ I am too sleepy too 
recoUect; and as we départ early to-morrow 
mornîng, it would only tantalizç me to remember. 
We arrlved hère late, by the light of a most re- 
splendent moon. If sach is this country in win- 
ter, what must it be in summer ? 

9th, at Perngia.^— AU the beauties of natural 
scenery bave been combined with historical asso- 
ciations, to render our joumey of to-day most in- 
teredting, and with a mind more at ease, nothing 
kad been wanting to render this one of the most 
deli^ful days 1 hâve spentabroad. 

At Cortona, Hannibal slept the night before the 
battle of Thrasymene* Soon after leaving this 
I9W1I on our kn, we came iit view of the lakOj 
10 
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airftiMridioi^croBitttaitks» Thereisuatt* 
tient nitn on a high eninenoe to the left, wbkli 
Mr pMtilUMi calloi the ** FortereMade Annibak 
UCarthag;o/' Furtker on, the Gnalandra èiiii 
seem to cirde round the iake; and hère waa th« 
•cène of the Imttle* The channel «f the SangoW 
aetix), wkÂeh then rao red with the best bloM tf 
Rome and Carthi^, wts dry when| ure croseed 
it— 

'* Ajid hoetine boyi mîght dry^hod paasi» 
'< And gather peDblcc &om the naked ford.'' 

Whiie we traversed the ield of battle at ja aloir 
pace» y. .who had his Iànj in bis' pocket, read 
akrad his minute description of tlie engaeement; 
and we could immediateiy fmint out the diffeient 
places mentîoned by the historîan. The whole 
Valley and the hills around are now covered with 
olive woods $ and from an olive tree whkh grefir 
close to theedge of ih^ lake, I snatched a bimBch 
as we passed by« and shall préserve it-^an eo^ 
blem of peace, from the théâtre of slaughter» XI» 
nwhole landscape as we looked back upoA it fron 
a hill on this side of the Casa del Bano, waa ext 
ceediagly.beautifuL TheJake eeemed tosluÎKiber 
in the suoshine ; and Passignano jutting into the 
water, with its castellated buildings» the two iitthi 
woody islands, and the iindalating hills eoclosing 
the whole^.as if to shut it from the world, œade it 
look like a scène fit only to be peopled by fancgr^ 
fffcirest créations ; if the remembtaemoe of its bloM'- 
ataioed ekiies, had not started np, io reb it fl£ 
half its beantj. Mrs. B ■ ■ compared it to 4be 
lake Qif C^eva; bat in my own mind I wonUL 
v^ admit the comparison* The lake of Genem 
stands alone in its beaiily ; for^hare the soblînMt 



i 
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and tbe sefkst featupes of nature are iii>He4«-* 
there the woaderful, the wUd, and the beaiHiful 
blend in one mightj scène, and love a&d heroiswi 
poetrj and geaius faave coiabined to baiJaw ita 
f»hores. The lake of Ferugia ïs far more cir«mA* 
scribed; the scenerj around it wants grandeur 
and extent,.though so beautiful in itsel^ tbat if 
no comparison had been made, no waot woald 
hâve been suggested ; and on the bloody field of 
Thrasymene I looked with a cnriosity and inte- 
rest unmîngled with pleasure. I havé long sur- 
vived my sympathy with thç fighting heroes of 
antîquity. Ail this I thought as we slowly walk- 
ed up the hill, but I wàa silent as usual : as Jac- 
ques says, *' I can think of as many matters as 
other men, but I praise God, and make no boaat 
of it-'' We arrived hère too late to see any thing 
of the city. 

Dec. lOth, at Terni.— 'The ridiculons contre- 
temps we sometimes meet with, would be matter 
of amusement to me, if they did not afiect others. 
And in truth, as far as paying well, and scolding 
well, can go, it is impossible to travel more mag-* 
aificently, more à la milor sanglais than we do: 
bttt there is no controUing fate ; and hère, as our 
evil destinies will hâve it, a company of strolling 
actors had taken possession of the best quarters 
before our arrivai ; and our accommodations are, 
I must confess, tolerably bad. 

When we left Perugia this morning, the cîty, 
throned upon its lofty eminence, with its craggy 
rocks, its tremendous fortifications, and its massj 
gateways, had an împosing e£fect. Forwards, we 
looked over a valley whicn so resembled a lake, 
the hills projecting above the glittering white va- 
pour havmg the appearance of islands scattered 
ohrer its surface, that at the first glance, I waa 
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positively deceived; and ftll mj topegra|ihical 
Knowledge» which I had conned on the map tbe 
night betore, completelj put to the rout. As the 
daj advanced» this white mist sunk graduallj to 
the earth, like a veil dropped from the form of a 
beautiful woman, and nature stood dîsclosed in 
ail her loveliness. 

Trevi« on its steep and cragOT hill detached 
from the chain of mountains, looked beautiful as 
we gazed up at k, with its buildings mingled witb 
rocks and olives— 

I had written thus far, when we were ail 
obliged to decamp in haste to our respective bed- 
rooms; as it is found necessarj to couvert our 
salon into a dormitory. I know I shall be tircd 
and very tired to-raorrow. Therefore add a few 
words in penciU before the impressions now fresh 
onmvmind are obscured. 

Atter Trevi came the Clitumnus with its little 
faîry temple ; and we left the carriage to view it 
from below, and drink of the classic stream. The 
temple (now a chapel) is not much in itself, and 
was voted in bad taste by some of our party. To 
me the tiny fane, the glassy river, more pure and 
limpid than any fabled, or famous fountain of 
old, the beautiful hills, the sunshine, and the as- 
sociations connected with the whole scène, were 
enchanting ; and I could not at the moment de- 
scend to architectural criticism. 

The road to Spoleto was a succession of olive 
grounds, vineyards and rich woods. The vines 
with their skeleton boughs looked wintry and 
misérable : but the olives, now in full fruit and 
foliage, intermixed with the cypress, the ilex,the 
cork tree and the pine, clothed the landsçape 
with a many tinted robe of verdure. 

While sitting in the open carriage at Spoleto, 
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waîtîng for horses, I saw one of that magmfl- 
cent breed of ** milk white steers," for whicli the 
banks of the Clitumnus hâve been famed from aîl 
antiqtiity, led past me gailj decorated, to be 
baited on a plain without the city. As the noble 
créature, serene and unresisting, paced along, 
followed bj a wild, ferocious-lookmg, and far 
more brutal rabble, I would hâve given aîl I pos- 
sessed to redeem him from his tormentors: but H 
was in vain. As we left the city, we heard his 
tremendous roar of agony and rage écho from the 
rocks. I stopped ray ears, and was glad when we 
were whirled out.of hearing. The impression 
left upon my nerves by this rencontre, makes me 
dîslike to remember Spoleto: yet I believe it is a 
beautiful and interestmg place. Hannibal as I 
recollect, besieged this city, but was bravely re- 
pulsed. I could say much more of the scènes 
and the feelings of to-day ; but my pencil re- 
fuses to mark another letter. 

Dec. llth, at Civita Castellana, 
I could pot Write a word to-night in the salon, 
because l wished to lîsten to the conversation of 
two intelligent travellers, who, arriving after us, 
were obliged to occupy the same apartment. Our 
accommodations hère are indeed déplorable alto- 
gether. After studying the geography of my bed, 
and finding no spot thereon, to which Sancho's 
couch of pack saddlès and pummels would not 
be a bed of down in comparison, I ordered a fresh 
faggot on my hearth ; thejr brought me some ink 
in a gally pot — invisible ink— for I cannot see 
what I am writing; and I sit down to scril^ble, 
pour me desennuyer* 

10* 
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This momîng we set ofF to vîsit the fklls of 
Terni (La cascata di Marmore,) in two carrîa^s 
and four; O such équipages^*— such rat-hke 
steeds! stich picturesque accoutrements! ai^ 
such poetical looking guides and postillions, rag« 
ged, cloaked, and whiskered !— «-but it was ail con- 
sistent: the wild figures harmonized witb the 
wild landscape. We passed a singular fortress 
on the top of a steep insulated rocK, which had 
formerly been inhabited by a band of robbcrs and 
their familles: who were with great diflSculty, and 
after a regular siège, dislodged by a party of sol- 
diers, and the place dismantlcd. In its présent 
ruîned state, it has a very pîcturcsc|iie eftectj and 
though the présence of the banditti would no 
doubt hâve added greatly to the romance of Ûie 
scène, on the présent occasion^ we excused their 
absence. 

• We visited the falls both àbove and below, but 
nnfortunately we neither saw them from the best 
point of view, nor at the best season. The body 
of waters is sometimes tentimes greater, as I was 
assured — ^but scarce believe it possible. The 
words "Hell of waters,^' used by Lord Byron, 
woùld not hâve occurred to me whiîe looking. at 
this cataract, which impresses the astonished 
roind with an overwhelming idea of power,might, 
magnificence and impetuosity; but blends atthe 
same time ail that is most tremendous in sound 
and motion, with ail that is most bright atfd lôvely 
in forms, in colours, and in scenery. 

As I stood close to the edge of the precipiee, 
immediately under the great fall, I felt ray respi- 
ration gone ; I turned giddy^ almost fàint, and 
was obli^ed to lean against the rock for support. 
The mad plunge of the waters, the deafening roar, 
the présence of a power which no earthly fdrce 
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could restftt or control, struck me with an awe, 
almost amounting to terror. A bright aun-bow 
stood over the torrent,— which seen from below 
has the appearance of a luminous white arch 
bendinff from rock to rock, The whole scène wasi 
-—but now can I say what it was ? I hâve ex- 
hausted my stock of fine words ; and must be 
eontent witn silent recollections, and the sensé of 
admiration and wonder unexprest* 

Below the fall an inundation whîch took place 
a year ago, undermined and carried away part of 
the banks of the Nera, at the same time laying 
open an andent Roman bridge, which had been 
Imried for âges. The channel of the river and 
the depth of the soil must hâve been greatlj al- 
tered since this bridge was erected. 
• When we returnâ to the inn at Terni, and 
whiie the horses were putting to, I took un a vol- 
nme of Ëustace's tour, which some traveller had 
'accidentally left on the table, and turning to the 
description of Terni, read part of it, but quicklj 
threw down the book with indignation, deeming 
ail his verbiage, the merest nonsense I had ever 
met with: in fact it is nonsense toattempt to im- 
age in words an individual scène like this. When 
we hâve made out our description as accurately as 
possible, it would do as well for any other cata- 
ract in the world: we can only combine rocks, 
woods, and water, in certain proportions. A good 
piciare may give a tolerable idea of a particular 
scène or landscape: but no picture, no painter, 
not Ruysdael himself can give a just idea of a 
cataract. The lifeless, silent, unmoving image is 
there: but whereis the thundering roar, the terri- 
ble velocity, the glory of refracted light, the eter- 
niij of Sound, and infinity of motion, in which 
>e9sentiaUy its effect consists ? 
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In the Valley beneath thc falls of Terttî, ttcre 
18 a beautiful t-etired little villa, which was once 
occupîed hy the late Queen Caroline: and in tàe 
gardens adjoining it, we gathered oranges from 
the trees ourselves for the firôt tîme. Aftet 
passing Mount Soracte of clasaical famé, we took 
feave of the Appenines; havîng livcd amongst 
them ever since we left Bologna. 

The costume of this part of the country îa very 
gay and picturesque ; the women wear a white 
head-dress formed of a square kerchîeC whîch 
hangs down upon the shoulders, and is attached 
to the hair by a silver pin: a boddice half laced, 
and decorated with knots of ribbon, and a short 
scarlet petticoat complète their attire. Betwcen 
Perugia and Terni 1 did not see one woman with* 
out a coral necklace; and those who hâve the 
power, load themselves with trinkets and orna- 
ments. 

Rome, December 12. 

The morning broke upon us so beautifuUy be- 
tween Civita Castellanaand Nevi, that we lauded 
our good fortune, and anticipated a glorious ap- 
proach to the " Eternal City." We were impa- 
tient to reach the heights of Baccano; from which, 
at the distance of fifteen miles, we were to view 
the cross of St. Peter's glittering on the horizon, 
vrhilethe postillionsrisingin their stiifups, should 
point forward with exultation, ana exclaim 
"RoMA.'^ But, O vain hope, who can control 
their fate ? just before we reached Baccano, im* 
penetrable clouds enveloped the whole Campagna. 
The mîst dissolved into a drizzlin^ rain; aad 
when we entered the city, it poured in torrents. 
Since we left Ëngland, this is only the third time 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ROMB* lir 

it hâB rainfid ^hile we were on the road ; it seems 
therefore uncoDscionable to murmur. But to lose 
the first vîew of Rome 1 the first view of the dôme 
of St Peter's! no — ^that lost moment will never/ 
be retrieved through our whole existence. 

We found it dimcult to obtaio suitable accom- 
modations for our numerous cortège, the Hôtel 
d'Europe, and the Hôtel de Londres heins quite 
fuU: and for the présent we are rather indiffèrent- 
Ijr lodged in the Albergo di Parigî. 

So hère we are, in Rome ! where we hâve been 
for the last five hours, and hâve not seen an inch 
of the citj bejond the dirty pavement of the Via 
Santa Croce ; where an excellent dinner cooked 
à Pjîngîaise, a blazing fire» a drawing-room 
snuglj carpeted and curtained, and the rain beat* 
ing against our Windows, would almost persuade 
ns that we are in London; and every now and 
then, it is with a kind of surprise that I remind 
mjself that I am reall j in Rome. Heaven send 
us but à fine day to-morrow ! 

13.— -The day arose as beautifui, as brilUant, 
as cloudless, as I could hâve desired for the first 
day in Rome. About seven o'clock, and before 
any one was ready for breakfast, I walked out ; 
ana directine my steps by mère chance to the left, 
found myself in the riazza di Spagna, and oppo- 
site to a eigantic flight of marble stairs leading to 
the top of a hill. I was at the summit in a mo- 
ment : and breathless and agitated by a thousand 
feelings, I leaned against the obelisk, and looked 
over the whole city. I knew not where I was: 
Bor amoDg the crowded mass of buildings, the 
innumerable dômes and towers, and vanes and 
pinnacles» brightened by the ascending sun, could 
I for a while distinguish a single known object ; 
for my eyes and my heart were both too £ull : but 
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in a few miautea mj powmrs of mrtepfioft fetefn- 

ed ; and in the huge round butk of the cas^ of 
St. Angelo, and the immense façade ami soiu-iiig 
cupola of St. Peter'S) I knew I could not be vdih 
taken. I gazed and gazed as if I would bive 
drunk it alljn ai my eyes : and then deBcendino; the 
superb flight of stepa rather more leisurely ihaii 
I had ascended, I was in a moment at the door of 
our hôtel. 

The rest of the dav I wîsh I could forget— 
I found letters from Èngland on the break&st 
table— 

■:fft -^ am ^ îm Hf 

Until dînner time wewere driving throu^ the 
narrow dirty street8, at the mercj cw a stupkL ia^ 
quais déplace^ in search of better accommoda- 
tions, but without success : and on the whole^ I 
fear I shall alwajs remember too well, the disa** 
greeable and painful impressions of my first day 
m Rome. 

Dec. 18. — A week has now elapsed» and I be- 

fm to know and feel Rome a littïe better thaa I 
id. The sites of the varions buildings^ the situa'^ 
tiens of the most interesting objects« and the 
bearîngs of the principal hills, the Capitol, the 
Palatine, the Aventine» and the ^squilme, hâve 
become familiar to me, assisted in my perambn- 
latîons by an excellent plan. I hâve been dia- 
appointed in nothing, for I expected that the ge^ 
neral appearanceof modem Rome, would bemeaii; 
and that the impression made by the ancient city» 
would be melancholyj and I nad been unfortu- 
nately, too well prepared by préviens reading«for 
ail I see, to be astonished by any thing except the 
Muséum of the Vatican. 
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1 wtefeil ^8t Peter's, expeeting to be struck 
dumb witii admiration, and accordindj it was so. 
A feelinff 0f yastness fiiled my whole mind, and 
made it disasreeabie, almost impossible to speak 
or «xclaim ; but it was a stjle of grandeur, ex-» 
citinff» rather tban oppressive to the imagination* 
nor aid I expérience any thing liké that sombre 
and reverential trwe, I mvt feit on entering one 
of our Gothic minsters. The interior of St. Pe« 
ter's, is ail airy munificence, and gigantic splen- 
dour; light and sunshine pouring m on every 
side; gilding and gay colours, marbles and pic- 
tures, dazzhng the eye above, below, around. The 
effect of the whole, has not diminished in a se- 
cond and third visit; but rather srows upon me. 
I can never utter a word for the nrst ten minutes 
after I enter the church. 

for the Muséum of the Vatican, I confess I 
was totally unprep$ired ; and the first and second 
time I walked through the galleries, I was so 
ainazed*-*^o intoxicated, that 1 could not fix my 
attention upon any individual object, except the* 
^ Apollo, upon wbich, as I walked along, confused, 
and lodt in wonder and enchantment, I stumbled 
accid^itally, and stood spell-bound. Gallery be- 
yond gallery, hall withinhall, temple within tem- 
ple^ new splendeurs opening at every step ! of ail 
the créations of luxunous art, the Muséum of the 
Vatican may alone defy any description to do it 
justicOi or any fancy to conceîve the unimagina- 
ble ▼ariety of its treasures. When I remember 
that the French had the audacious and sacrile- 
^flus vanity to snatch from thèse glorious sanc- 
tuarie» the finest spécimens of art, and hide them 
in thefar viltanons, old, gloomy Louvre, I am con- 
fomidod. 
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I hâve been told, and can well believo/tkat iiie 
whole giro of the galleries exceeds two niles^ 

I hâve not yet studied the frescos of RaiBielie 
sufficientlj, to feel ail theirperfectioni and ahoaU 
be in despair at my own dulness, were I not eon- 
soled by the recollection of Sir Joshna RejiMddto; 
At présent, one of Raffaelle's divine Virgina* de- 
lights me more than ail his camere and loggie to- 
gether; but I can look upon them vith dne Tene- 
ration, and grieve to see the ravages of time and 
damp. 

« » « ii( « « 

19. — Last nîght we took advantage of abrillîavt 
full moon, to visit the Coliseumbjmoon-Kght; 
and if I came awaj, disappointed of the plei^sare 
I had expectedy the fault was not in me, noir in û» 
scène around me. In its sublime and heart-stir- 
ring beautj, it more than equalled, it surpassed 
àll 1 had anticipated-— but — ^(there must always 
*be a but! always in the realities of this world 
somethins to dis^st $) it happened that <me or 
two gentlemen jomed our party — ^joung mcn too, 
and dassical scholars, who, perhaps, thon^ht it 
fine to affect a well-bred nonchalance^ a feshiona- 
ble disdaîn for ail romance and enthusiasm, and 
amused themselves with quizzing our guide, in- 
sultine the gloom, the grandeur, and the silence 
around them, with loua impertinent laughter at 
their own poor jokes $ and I was obliged to listes, 
sad and disgusted, to their emptj and tasteless 
and mîsplaced flippancj. The young barefooted 
Friar, with his dark lantem, and his black eyes 
flashing from under his cowl, who acted as onr 
cicérone, was in picturesque unison with tike 
scène ; but— more tiian one murder having latdy 
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bten comiftod amônj^e Ubjrintkiiie r«ce§$es 
of tbe rjjfD, the gerernmeQt has ffiyen orders» that 
myery peraon entéring after dusk, should be at^ 
teaded bj aguard ef two soldiers. Thèse fellawa, 
therefore» aecessarilj walked close after our heels» 
mokiag, SfHttiiuk.and sputtering German. Suc)i 
wer» my compamons, and sach \^as my cortège, 
I retumed home» yowing that while I remained at 
Rome» nothÎDg should induce me to visit the Co- 
liaeuài by moonlîght a^in. . 

Xo-day I waa standing before the Laocoon with 
Rog^s» who remarked that the absence of ail pa- 
rental feeling in the aspect of Laocoon, his self- 
engrossed indifférence to the sufferinss of his 
chiidren» (whioh is noticed and censured» I think, 
b^ Dr, Moore) adds to the pathos» if pronerly çon- 
^dered, by givîng the strongest possible idea of 
that physicaf aftony» which the sculptor intended 
to represent. It may be so, apd I tbought there 
was both truth and tacie in the poet's observation. 
- The Ferseus of Canova does not please me so 
well as his Paris ; there is more simplicity and 
repose in the latter statue» less of that theatrical 
air» which^ I thil^k» is the çommon fault of Cano- 
va's figures. 

It is absolutely necessary to look at the Ferseus 
«before yoa look ai the ApoUo» in order to do the 
former justice. I hâve gazed with admiration at 
tbe Ferseus for. minutes tosether» then walked 
from it to the Apollo» and lelt instantaneously, 
but could not hâve expressed the différence. The 
j|rst is indeed a beautiful statue, the latter 
^f breathes the flame with which 'twas wrought»" 
as^iC the sculptor bad left a portion of his own 
aoul within the marble» to hait animate his glori- 
mis création* Tbe want of this informing nfe is 
«^trongly feit In th^ Ferseus^ when contemplated 
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after tbe Apollo. It is dcdîghtfui, when 4he ima* 
g;ination rises in the sc^le of admiration, wlie& we 
aacend from excellence to perfection : but excel- 
lence after perfection, is absolute inferioritj ; it 
stnks below il self, and the descent is sq disagree- 
able and disappoiuting, that we can seldom esti- 
mate justlj the object before us. We make corn- 
parisons involuntarily, in a case where compari- 
sons are odious. 

The weather is cold hère duriog the prevalencie 
of the tramontana : but I enjoj the brilliant skies, 
and the delicious purity of the air, whioh leaves 
the eje free to wander over a vast extent of space« 
Looking from the gallerjr of the Belvédère at sun- 
set this evening, I clearlj saw Tivoli, Albano, 
and Frascati, although ail Rome, and part of the 
Campagna, lay between me and those towns. 
The outlines of everv building, ruin, hili and 
wood, were so distinctly marked, and atood oiU 
so brightly to the eye ! and the fi|ll round moon, 
magnlfied through the purple vapour which âoat- 
ed over the Appenines, rose just over Tivoli, add- 
ing to the beau tyof the scène. Oltaly! Howl wish 
I could transport hither ail I love ! how I wish I 
were well enough, happy enough, to enjoy ail the 
lovely things 1 see ! but pain is mingled with ail 
I behold, ail I feel : a oloud seems for ever before 
my eyes, a weight for ever presses down mj 
heart. I know it is wrong to repine ; and that 1 
ought rather to be thankful for the pleasurable 
sensations yet spared tome, than lament that 
they are so few. Whén I take up my pen to re- 
cord the impressions of the day, I sometimes tvra 
within myself, and wonder how it is possible» that 
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atnid thé strife of feelings not ail stibdued, and 
the desponding of the heart; the mihd sbould still 
retain its faculties «nobscured, and the imagraa* 
tion ail its vivacity, and its snBceptibilitj to plea* 
sure, — like the beautifal sun-bow I saw at the 
Falls of Terni, bending so brîght, and so calm 
over the verge of the abyss, which toiled and 
raged below. 

£2. — This morning was devoted to the Capitol, 
where the objects of art are ill arranged and too 
crowded: the lights are not well managed, and 
on the whole I could not help wishing^ in spite of 
mj vénération for the Capitol, that some at least 
among the divine master-pieces itcontains, could 
be transferred to the glorious halls of the Vatican , 
and shrined in temples worthy of theiti. 

The objects wliicn most strnck me were the dy- 
ing Gladiator, the Antinous, the Flora, and the 
statue called (I know not on what authority,) the 
Faun of Praxiteles. 

The dyinç Gladiator is the chief boast of the 
Capitol. The antiquarian Nibby insists that this 
statue represents a Gaul, that the sculpture is 
Grecian, that it formed part of a group on a ped- 
iment, representing the vengeance which ApoUo 
took on the Gauls, when under their king Bren- 
nus, they attacked the temple of Delphi : that 
the cord round the neck is a twisted chain, an or- 
naînent peculiar to the Gauls; and that the form 
of the shield, the bugles, the style of thehair, and 
the mastachios, ail prove it to be a Gaul. I asked* 
« why should such faultless, such exquisite sculp- 
ture bethrown away upon a high pedîment? the 
diêetiAg «xpression of the •ountenancei the headl 
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c<bowed low and full of death,'^ the graduai faii- 
ure of the strensth and sinking of the form,. the 
blood slowlj triclling from hîs slde — ^how coiUd 
anj spectator, contemplating it at a vast hei^ht» 
be sensible of thèse mÎDate traits — ^the distîngnish- 
ing perfections of this matchless statue ? it was 
rephed, that manj of the ancient buildings were 
so constructed, that it was possible to ascend aud 
examine the sculpture above the cornice and 
though some statues so placed, were unfinished 
at the back (for instance^ some of the ligures 
which belonged to the ^roup of Niobe) others, (and 
he mentioned the Mginti marbles as an example) 
were as highl j finished behind as before. I own- 
ed mjself unwilling to consider the Gladiator, a 
Gaul, but the reasoning struck me, and I am too 
unlefirned to weigh the arguments he used, much 
)ess confute them. That the statue being of Gre- 
cian marble and Grecian sculpture must uierefore 
hâve come from Greece, does not appear a con- 
clusive argument, since the Romans commonlj 
emplojed Greek artists: and as to the rest of the 
argument, — suppose that in a doxen centuries 
hence, the charming statue of Lady Louisa Rus- 
sel shouldbe discovered under the ruins of Wo- 
burn Abbey, and that bj a paritj of reasoning, tlie 
production of Chantrev's chisel should be attri- 
tuted to Italy and Canova, m.erelj because it îs 
eut from a block of Carrara marble P we might 
sniile at such a conclusion. 

Among the pictures in the gallery of the Capi- 
tol, the one most hîghlj valued pleases me least 
of ail — ^the Europa of Paul Veronese. The splen- 
did colouring and copious fancy of this master 
can ncver reconcîle me to his strange anomalies 
in composition, and his sins against good taste 
and propriçty. . One.wishes that he had allajed 
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the beat ôf his fancy \vith some côolîng drops of 
disci'ètion. Ëven his côlouring, so aamired in 
gcmerat, has something florîd and meretricious to 
m j eje $nd taste. 

One of the fiuest pictures hère îs Domenichi- 
no's Cumean Sibyl, which, Hke ail other master- 
;pieces, défies the copyist and engraver. The 
Sibillë: Persica of Guercino hangs a little to th^ 
left; and withher contemplative air, and the pen 
iii' her hand, she looks as if she were recording 
the effusions of her more inspired sister. This 
*fa8t is a chaste and beautinil picture, full of 
feelifig, and sweetly coloured ; but the vicinity 
of Domenichino's nmgnificent création throws it 
•rather into the shade. Two unfinîshed pictures 
upon which Guido was emplojed at the time of 
his death are preserved in tne Capitol: one îs tire 
Bacchus and Arîadne, so often engraved and 
copied ; the other, a single figure, the size of life, 
represents the Soul of the righteousman ascend- 
ing to heaven. Had Guido lived to finish this 
divine picture, it would hâve been one of the most 
^plendid productions ; but he was snatched away 
to realize, I trust, in his own person, his sublime 
conception. The head alone is fînished, or near* 
ly so ; and has a most ecstatic expression. The 
globe of the earth seems to sink from beneath the 
noating figure, which is just sketched upon the 
canvass and has a shadowj indistinctness which 
to my faner added to its effect. Guercino's chef- 
d'œuvre, The Résurrection of Saint Petroniila 
(a Saint I believe, of very hjpothetical famé,) is 
\l\so hère ; and has been copied in MoSaic for St. 
iPetèr's. A magnificent Rubens, The She Wolf 
nursing Romulus and Remus; a finecopy of Raf- 
Taelle's Triumph of Galatea by Giulio Romano ; 
Domenichino's Saint Barbara, with the same love- 
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and a long et csetera. *. •^^** 

From the Capitol we immediateb^rove to the 
Borghese palace, where I speut halt^pMA|^io^' 
ing at the picture ccdled the CuraeaWn^ 
Doroenîchino, and atn more and more ce 
that it is a Saint Cecilia a*d not a SibylV* 

We hâve rtow visited the Biyi^liese pal«t9'foBr 
times; and aprdpos to pictures, I nmy as well 
make a few memoranda of its contents, vit % apt 
the most numerous» but it is by far the modt Wu- 
able and sélect private gallery in Rome. 

Domenichino's Cha$e ofDvana) wîth thetwo 
beautiful nymphs tn the fore ground, is a splen- 
did picture. Titian's Sacred and ProfaneLeise 
puzzles me corapletely: I neither nnderstandtlîe 
name nor the intention of the picture. It is evi- 
dently allegoriçal: but an allegory very clumsily 
expressed. The aspect of Saeced Love • would 
answer just as weli for Profane Love. What is 
that littie cupid about, who is groping in tlïe cis- 
tern behind ? why does Profane Love weargl<H%6? 
The picture thoagh so provokingly obscure iitSfte 
subject, is ihost divinely paihtôd. The thi^^Crra- 
ces by the samè master is also kere; twb-beads br 
Oiorgione, distinguished by ail his peculhn* depth 
of character and sentiment ; some exqutsile Al- 
banos ; one of Raffaelle's fineét portraits— -tfnd in 
short) an endless variety of excellence. :j I feel 
iny taste becotné more and more fastidious every 
day. c 

This morning wé heard mass at thef^jSl]^^ 
Chapel ; the service was read by Cardinal ^^esche, 
and the vénérable old Pope hirnsélf,- ro1)eâ and 
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mitred en tgrand tostume, was "pfesent* Vo fe* 
niales.mre aliowed to euter witheut veils, and «• 
were very nngallantlv shut up bebind a-sort of 
gratfng, where, though we had a tolerable view of 
the H^eremonial going forward; it yv&s scarcely 
posgiWe'forua to be seen. Cardinal GolMaln 
sat sonear .«B^.that I had lèisure and opportnni- 
tjio confemplate the fine intellectual héad and 
acttte features of this reiûarkable man. I thousht 
his countenance had soinething of the Wiellesïejf 
cast. 

The Pope's Chapel is decorated în the. most 
exquisite taste: splendid at once apd chaste. 
There.arc no colours-^the wholc interior beîng 
white ând goldi 

At an unfortanate momenti Lady Morgan^s de- 
scription of the twisting and untwisting of the 
Oardinal's tails came across jnej and made me 
smile very malapropos: it is certainly from the 
4ife» Whenever this livelyand cleverwoman de- 
acribes what she bas actualiy seen with her own 
eyes, she is as accnrately true as she is witty and 
entertaining. Her sketches after nature are ad- 
mirable; but her observations and inferences are 
icoloured by her peculiar and rather unfeminine 
habits of thihkine. I never read her "/fd^y" tîll 
the other day, when L., whose valet had contri- 
red to smuggle it into Rome, oBëred to knd it to 
me. It is one of the books most ri^orously pro- 
scribed hère; and if the Padre An^ssi or any of 
his satellites had discovered it in my hands, I 
should assuredly hâve been fined in asum beyond 
what I should hâve liked to pay. 

We concluded the morning at St. Peter's where 
we arrived in time for the anthem. 
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dS.— Our visît to the Barberini Palace to-daj 
was «olely to yiew the fatnous portrait of Bea« 
triée Cenci. Her appaliing story is still as irèsh 
in remembrance hère, and lier name and fate as 
familiar in the mouths of every class, as if in- 
stead of two centuries, she had lived two days 
ago. In spîte of the innumerabre copies and 
priuts I hâve seen, I was more struck than I can 
express bj ^^' ^-'-- "- — ^ — ^ ^^- ^ — - *- 
the face 
and terror i ^ 
Hness of the'counténaoce unimpaired; addthere 
is a wo-begone n^Ugence in the streaming hair 
and loose drapery which adds to its deep pathos. 
It is consistent too with the circumstances under 
whiçh the picture is traditionally said to hâve 
been painted — ^that is, in the interva], between 
her torture and her exécution. 

A little daughter of the Princess Barberini was 
seated in the same room, knitting. She >vas a 
beautifol little créature ; and as my eye glanced 
from her to the picture and back again, I fancied 
i could trace a strong family resembiance ; par- 
tkularly about the eyes, and the very peculiar 
mouth. 1 turned back to ask her wîietner she 
had ever been told that she was like thcU picture? 
|)ointing to the Cenci. She shook back her long 
eu ris, and answered with a blush and a smile, 
"yes, often."* 

• The family of the Cenci was abranch of the house of 
Colonna, now extinct in the direct maie Une. The last 
Prince Colonna left two daughters, co-heiresses, of whom 
one married the Prince Sciarra, and the otherthe Prince 
Barberini. In this manner the portrait of Béatrice Cenci 
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The Barberini Palace contains otÈer treasufes 
besides the Cenci. Poussin's celebrated picturç"^ 
of the death of Germanicus, Eafifaelle's Fornari- 
nat inferior I thought to the one at Florence; and 
a St. Andrew hj Gaido^ in his verj best style af 
heads, "mild, pale, and penetrating;" besides 
others which I cannot at this moment recall. 

« * -3ie * * « 

* 

£4v-r-Yesterda7« after chapel» I walked through 
part of the Vatican ; aad then, about vesper-titn^ 
entered St Feter's^ expecting to hear the an* 
them ; but I was disappomted. I found the church 
as usual» crowded witn Ënglish, who every Sunday 
couvert St Peter's into a kind of Hyde Parkj 
where they promenade arm in arm, show oif their 
finery, laugh and talk aloud i as if the size and 
aplendour of the édifice detracted in any degree 
friN[n its sacred character. I was struck witb a 
feeling of dîs^st ; and shocked to see this most 
glorious temple of the Deity metamorphosed into 
a mère théâtre. Mr. W. told me this morning, 
that in conséquence of the shameful conduct of 
the Ënçlish, in pressing in and out of the chapel^ 
occupymg ail the seats, irreverently interrupting 
the service, and almost excluding the natives, 
the antliem will not be sung in future. 

This is not the'first time that the behaviour of 
the Ënglish bas created offence« in spite of the 
friendly feeling which exists towards us, and the 
allowances which are made for our national cha- 
racter. Last year the Pope objected to the inde- 

came into the Barberini family. The àuthentlçity of this 
înteresting^ picture has been disputeiî: but last night after 
hearing the point .extremely well contested by tv^o intel- 
lig:ent men, I remained convinced of its authenticity. ^ 
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cent custom of making St. Peter's a place of 
fashiQnable rendezvous» and notified to Cardinal 
Gonsalvi his désire that Ënglish ladies and gen- 
tlemen should not be seen arm in arm walking. 
up and down the aisles^ during and after divine 
service. The Cardinal, as the best means of pro* 
ceeding, spoke to the Duchess of Devonshire, 
who sîgnified the wishes of the Papal Court to a 
lar^epartj, assembled at her house. The hint 
so judTiciously and so delicatelj given, was atthe 
time attended to, and during a sliort interval the 
offence complained of ceased. New corners hâve 
since recommenced the same course of conduct : 
and in fact, nothing could be worse than the exhibi- 
tion of gaiety and frivoîity, gallantry and coquet- 
terie at St. reter's yesterday. I almost wish the 
Pope may interfère, and with rigour; though, in- 
dividually, I should lose a high gratification^ if 
our visits to St. Peter's were mterdicted. ît is 
surely most ill judged and unfeeling (to say no- 
thing of thé profanation^ for such it is,) to show 
such open contempt for the Roman Catholic reli- 
gion in its holiest, grandest Temple, and under 
the very eyes of thelieadof that Cnurch. I blush- 
ed for my country-women. 

On Christmas Eve we went in a large party to 
visit some of the principal churches, and witness 
the célébration of the Nativity; one of the most 
splendid cérémonies of the Romish Church. We 
arrived atthe Chapel of Monte Cavallo abouthalf 
past nine: but the pope being ill and absent, 
nothing particular was going forward ; and we 
left it to proceed to the San Xuigi dei Francesî, 
where \^e'fbund the church hung from the lioor 



Digitizedby Google j 



X0]yie. 131 

to tbe ceiling with gnirlands of flowers, blazing 
witii light» and resounding with heavenly music : 
but the crowd was intolérable, the people dirtj, 
and there was such an effluence of strong per- 
fumes» in which garlic predominated, that our 
phjsiçal sensations overcame our curiosity ; and 
w.e were glad to make our escape. We then pro- 
ceeded to tbe cburcb of tbe Âra'Celi, built on tbe 
site of tbe temple. of Jupiter Capitolinus, and 
partly from its ruins. Tne scène bere from the 
gloomy grandeur and situation of the cburcb, 
was exceedînglj fine : but we did not stay long 
enougb to see tbe concluding procession, as we 
were told it would be mucb nner at the Santa 
Maria Maggiore ; for tbere tbe real manger wbicb 
had received our Saviour at bis birtb was ûe- 
posited : and tbis inestimable relie was to be dis- 
plajed to tbe eyes of the devout ; and witb a 
waxen figure laid witbin (called bere II Bam- 
bîao») was to be carried in procession round tbe, 
cburcb, " witb pomp, witb music, and witb tri- 
umpbing." 

Tbe real cradle was a temptation not to be 
witbstood : and to witness tbis signal prostration 
of tbe hùman intellect before ignorant and craft^ 
superstition, we adjourned to tbe Santa Maria 
Maggiore. For processions and shows I care 
verylittle, but not for any tbing, not for ail I 
suffered at tbe. moment, woul4 I bave missed 
tbe scène wbicb thje interior of tbe cburcb exbi- 
bited ; for U is impossible that any description 
could bave given me tbe faintest idea of it. Tbis 
piost noble édifice^ witb its perfect proportions, 
its elegi^nt loiiic columns, and its majestic sim- 
plicity, ^ppeared transformed for tbe time being, 
mto tbe temj)le of some Pagan divinity. Ligbts 
and fiowers, incense and music were ail around ; 
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tnd the spacious aisles were crowded witk tbe 
lowest classes of the people^ the inhabit&nts of 
the neighbooriDg hills, and the peasantry of the 
Campagoa, who with tbeir wild ruffiaii*like figures 
and picturesque costumes, were lounging wout, 
or seated at the bases of the pillars, or prajing 
before the altars. How I wisned to paînt some 
of the groups I saw ! but only Rembrandt could 
hâve done them justice* 

We remaiaed at the Santa Maria Magçiore till 
four p'clock, and no procession appearing, our 
patience was exhaustea. I nearlj fainted on mj 
chair from excessive fatigue; and some of oi|r 
party had absolutely laid tnemselves down on tbe 
steps of an altar and were fast asleep : we there • 
fore returned home, completely knocked up by 
the night's dissipation. 

27. — " Corne,'* said L. just now, as he drew his 
chair to the fire, and rubbed bis hands with ereat 
complaeency, " I think we've worked pretty nard 
to-day: three palaces, four , churchea — ^besîdes 
odds and ends of ruins we despatched in the 
way : to say notbing of old Nibby's lecture in the 
morning about the Volces, the Saturuiiies, the 
Albanians, and the other old Romans^by Jove ! 
I almost fancied myself at school again 

**ArraM vitrumgue canter" 

as old Yireil or somebody else says. So now lei's 
bave a littTe écarté to put it ail out of our heads : 
—for my brains bave turned round like a wind- 
mill, by Jove ! ever since I was on the top of that 
cursed steeple on tlie Capitol," &c. &c. 

I make a resolution to myself every moniiiig 
before breakfast, that I wili be prepared with a 
décent stock of good nature and forbearanee, and 
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vain are my amiable intentions : bis blnnders and 
hia follies surpass ail anticipation, as thej defy 
ail powers of gravit^. I console myself with the 
conyietion tfaat sucb is bis slowness of perception 
he does not see that he is the bult of everj partj | 
and such bis obtnseness of feeling, tbat if ne did 
see it» be would not mind it : but he is the beir to 
twent j-five thousand a jear, and therefore, as R. 
said, be can afford to be laughed at. 

We « despatcbed," as L. sajs, a good deal to- 
day, tboQsh I did not ** work qoite so hard" as 
the rest of the party: in fact, I wasobli^d to re« 
tnrn home from fatigue, after having visited the 
Doria, and Scîarra Palaces, (the last for the se- 
cond time,) and the church of San Pietro in Vin- 
coli. 

The Doria Palace contains the largest collec- 
tion of pîctures in Rome : but they are in a dirty 
and neglected condition, and many of the best are 
hung in the worst possible light: acided to this, 
there is such a number of bad and indiffèrent 
pîctures, that onc ought to vîsit the Doria Gallery 
half a dozen times, merely to sélect those on 
which a cultivated taste would dwell with plea- 
sure. Leonardo da Yinci's portrait of Joanna of 
Naples, is considered one of the most valuable 
pictures in the collection.* It exhibits the same 
cast of countenance which prevatls through ail 
his'female heads, a sort of sentimental simpering 
aff^ictation, which is very disagreeable, and not at 
ail consistent with the charactér of Jôanna. I 
\7as mucb more delighted by some magnificent 
portraits by Titian and Rubeos ; and bv a copy 
of the famous antique picture, the Nozze Aloo- 
braridini, executed in a kindred spirit» by the 
classic pencil of Poussin, 
là 
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The collection at the Sciarra palace is smal], 
but verj sélect. The pîctures are hung with 
iudgment, and well taken care of. The Magda- 
len, which is considered one of Guido's master- 
pieces, charroed me most: the countenance is 
neavenl^; though full of ecstatic and devout con- 
templation, there is in it a touch of melancholj, 
'< ail sorrow's softness charmed from its despair," 
which is quite exquisite ; and the attitude, and 
particularlj the turn of the arra, are perfectlj 
graceful : but why those odious turnips and car- 
rots in the fore ground ? Thej certainlj do not 
add to the sentiment and beautj of the pLcture. 
Leonarda da Yinci's Yanitj and Modestj, and 
Caravaggio's Gamblers, both celebrated pictures 
in very différent stjles, are in this collection. I 
ought not to follet Raffaelle's beautiful portrait 
of a young musician, who was his intimate friend. 
The Doria and Sciarra Palaces contain the onl^ 
Claudes I hâve seen in Rome. Since the acqui- 
sition of the Altieri Claudes, we may boast of 
possessing the fi nest productions of this master in 
Ëngland. I remember but one solitary Claude 
in the Florentine Gallery ; and I see none hère 
equal to those at Lord Grosvenor's and Anger- 
stein's. We visited the church of San Pietro in 
Yincoli, to see Michel Angelo's famous statue of 
Mose»,«-of which, wlm has not heard ? I must 
confess, I never was so disappointed by any work 
of art, as I was by this statue, which is easily ac- 
Gounted for. In the first place, I had not ^een 
any model or copy of the original ; and second ly, 
I had read Zappi's sublime sonnet, which I hum- 
bly conceive aoes rather more than justice to its 
subject. The fine opening 

^ Chi e costui che in dura pietn scolto 
«SiedeGiiS'anfe"— 
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^ave me the impression of a Colossal and stand- 
ing figure: mj surprise therefore was great, to 
see a sitting statue, not much larger than life, and 
placed nearly on the level of the pavement ; so 
that instead of looking up at it, I almost looked 
down upon it. The " Doppio raggio in fronte,'* 
I found, in the shape of a pair of noms, which, at 
the first glance, gave something quite Satanic to 
the head, which disgusted me. When I began to 
recover from this first disappointment— although 
nnr ejes were opened gradually to the sublimity 
Of the attitude, the grand forms of the drapery, 
and the lips, which unclose as if about to speak— 
I stiil think that Zappi's sonnet, (his acknowledg- 
ed chef d'œuvre) is a more sublime production 
than the chef d'œuvre it célébrâtes. 

The mention of Zappi, remiuds me of his wife, 
the daughter of Carlo Maratti the painter. She 
vfSLS so beautiful that she was her father's faveur- 
ite model for his Nymphs, Madonnas, and Vestal 
Yirgins ; and to her charms she added virtue, and 
to her virtue, uncommon musical and literary ta- 
lents. Among her poems, there is a sonnet ad- 
dressed to a lady, once beloved by her husband^ 
beginning 

** Donna ! che tanto al mio sol piacesti," 

which is one of the most graceful, most feeling, 
most délicate compositions, I ever read. Zappi 
célébrâtes his beautiful wife under the name of 
Clori, and his first mistress, under that of Filli : 
to the latter he has addressed a sonnet, which 
turns on the same thought as Cowley's well known 
song, " Love in thine eyes." As they both lived 
about the same time, it would be hard to tell 
which of the two borrowed from the other ; pro- 
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bably thej were both borrowers from some elder 
poet. 

The characteristics of Zappi's style, are ten- 
derness and élégance : he occasionallj rises to 
Bublimity, as in the sonnet on the Statue of Mo- 
ses, and tbat on Good Friday. He never émulâtes 
the flights of Guidi or FiUcaja, but he is more uni- 
formly graceful and flowing than either : his hap- 
py thoughts are not spun out too far, — and his 
pointa are seldom mère concettû 

SONETTO. 

Dl OIAMBATTISTA ZAPPI. 

Amor s'asside alla mia Filli accanto» 
Amor la segue ovunque i passi gira ; 
In lei parla, in lei tace, in lei sospira, 
Anzi in lei vive, ond' ella ed ei puo tanto. 

Amore i vezzi, amor le insegna il canto, 
£ se mai duolsi, o se pur mai s'adira, 
Da lei non parte amor, anzi se mira 
Amor ne le belle ire, amor nel pianto. 

Se avvîen che danzi in regolato crrore, 
Darle il moto al bel piede, amor riveggio. 
Corne l'auretto quando muove un fiore. 

Le veggio in fronte amor come in suo seggio. 
Sul crin, negli occbi, su le labbra amore. 
Sol d'intorno al suo cuore, amor non veggio. 
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TRANSLATION, EXTEMPORE, OT THE FOREGOING 
SONNET. 

« 

Love, bj my fair one's aide is evcr secn, 
He hovers round her steps, where'er she strajs, 
Breathes ia her voice^ aad in her silence speaks^ 
Around her lives and lends her ail his arms. 

Love îs in every glanée — Love taueht her song ; 
And if she weep, or scom contract her brow, 
Still Love départs not from her, but is seen 
Ëven in her lovely anger and her tears. 

When, in the mazy dance she glides along 
Still Love is near to poise each çraceful step : 
So breathes the zéphyr o'er the yielding flower. 

Love in her brow is throned, plays in her hair» 
Darts front her eye and glows upon her lip. 
Bat oh ! he never yet approached her heart ! 



After being confined to the house for three 
days, partly by indisposition, and partly by a vile 
Sirocco, which brougtit, as tisual, vapours, clouds, 
and blue devils in its train^this most lovely day 
tempted me out ; and I waiked with Y. over the 
Monte Cavallo to the Forum of Traian. After 
admiring the view from the summit of the pillar, 
we went on towards the Capitol, which presented 
a sitigular scène: the square and street in front, 
as well as the immense flight of steps, one hun- 
dred and fifty in number, which lead to the church 
of the Ara Celi, were crowded with men, women 
and cfaUdren, ali in their holiday dresses. It was 
12* 
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with difficultj Vie made our waj throagh them, 
thoQgh they verj civilly made way for us, and we 
ivere nearlj a quarter of an hour mounting the 
steps,^so dense was the multitude ascending» 
ana descendlng, some on thetr hands and kneet 
out of extra-devotion. At last we reached the 
door of the church, were we understood, from the 
exclamations and gesticulations of those of whom 
we inquired, something extraordînary was to be 
seen. On one side of the entrance was a puppet 
show, on the other a band of musicians, playing 
*• Di tanti palpiti." The interior of the church 
was crowded to suffocation ; and ail in darkness, 
except the upper end where, upon a stage bril- 
liantfy and very artificially ligbted by unseen 
lamps, there was an exhibition in wax work, as 
large as life, of the Adoration of the ^Shepherds. 
The Virgin was habited in the court dress of the last 
century, as rich as silk and satin, gold lace, and 
paste diamonds could make it, with a flaxen wig, 
and high heeled shoes. The Infant Saviour lay 
in her lap, his head encircled with rays of gilt 
wire at least two yards long. The shepherds were 
very well done, but the sheep and dogs bestof ail; 
I believe they were the real animais stuftëd.^» 
There was a distant landscape seen betweeo the 
pasteboard trees which was well painted, and 
from the artful disposition of the light and per« 
spective, was almost a déception— -but by a bian- 
der, Tery consistent with the rest of the show, it 
îepresented part of the Campagna of Romew— 
Above ail was a profane représentation of that 
Being, whom Idare scarcely allude to, in conjuBc* 
tion with such preposterous vanities, encicled 
with saints, angeis, and clouds : the whole got up 
rery like a scène in a pantomime, and accompani- 
ed by music from m concealed «orchestra, which 
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was intended, I belîeve, to be sacred musîc, bat 
sounded to me like soqiq of Rossini's airs. Tu front 
of the stage there was a narrow passage divided off, 
admitting one person at a time, through which a 
continoed file of persons moved along, who threw 
down their contributions as thej passed, bowing 
and Crossing themselves with great dévotion* It 
^ould be impossible to describe theecstasies of the 
multitude, tne lifting up of hands and ejes the 
string of superlatives — the bellissimos, santissimos, 
gloriosissimos, and maravigliosissimos, with whicli 
they expressed their applause and delight. I stood 
in tne back ground of tliis strange scène, supported 
on one of the long lesged chairs which V** placed 
for me against a pilfar, at once amazed, diverted 
and di^usted bj this display of profaneness and 
superstition, till the beat and crowd overcame me, 
and I was obliged to leave the church. I shali 
ncver certainly forget the " Bambino" of the Ara 
Celi; for though the exhibition I saw afterwards 
at the San Luigi (where I went to look at Domeni- 
chino's fine pictures) surpassed what I hâve just 
described, it did not so mach surprise me. Some- 
thing in the same style is exhibitea in almost ever^ 
church, between Christmas-daj and the Ëpiphany. 
During our examination of Trajan's Forum to- 
day, I learnt nothing new, except that Trajan 
levelied part of the Quirinal to make room for it. 
The ground havine lately been clearéd to the 
depth of about twelve feet, part of the ancient 
pavement has been discovered, any many frag- 
ments of columns'set upright, pièces offrieze and 
hroken capitals are scattered about. The pillar 
which is no w cleared to the basé stands in its 
original place, but not, as it is supposed, at its 
original level, for the Romans generally raised 
ihe subttnictiire of their boiidiiigs» in order to 
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gîve them a more commandîn^ appearance. The 
antiquarians hère are of opinion that both the 
pavement of the Ba^ilica and the base of the pil- 
far were raîsed above the level of the ancient 
Street, and that there is a flight of steps, still 
concealed, between the piHar and the pavement 
in front. The fa mous Ut pian library was on each 
side of the Basilica, and the Forum diifêred from 
other Forums in not being an open place sur- 
rounded by buildings, bat, a building surrounded 
bj an open space. 

Dec. 31. — Jan. 1. — That hour in which we 
pass from one jear to another, and begin a new 
account with ourselves, with our fellow-creatures, 
and with God, must surelj bring some solemn 
and serious thoughts to the bosoms of the most 
happj and most unrefiecting among the trifler» 
on this earth. What then must it be to me P The 
first hour, the first moment of the expiring year 
VfSLS spent in tears, in distress, in bittertiess of 
heart — as it began so it ends. Days, and weeks, 
and months, and seasons, came and passed like 
visions to their vîewless home, and brought no 
change. Through the compass of the whole year 
I hâve not enjoyed one smde day — I will not 
say of AajD^mf^»— but ofhealth and peace; and 
ivhat 1 hâve endured has left me little to learn in 
the vt^ay of suftëring. Would to heaven that as 
the latest minutes now ebb away while 1 "write, 
memory might also pass away ! Would to hea- 
Ten that I could efiàce the last year from the se-- 
ries of time, hide it from myself, bury it in obli- 
vion, stamp it into annihilation, that uone of its 
drearj moments might ever rise up again ta 
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baunt me, like spectres of pain and dismaj ! But 
this is wrone — I feel it is — ^and I repent, I recall 
my wish. That Great Being, to whom the life of 
a human créature is a roere point, but who has 
bestowed on his créatures sucn capacities of feel- 
ing and suffering, as ex tend moments to hours 
and days to jears, inflicts nothing in vain, and if 
I hâve suffered much, I bave also learued much. 
Now the last hour is passed — another year opens: 
maj it bring to those I love ail I wish them in 
iqgr heart ! to me it can brin^ nothing. The only 
blessing I hope from time is forgetfulneaa ; m j 
only prayer to Heaven is— rea/, reat^ reat I 

Jan. 4.— We despalched^ as L** would say, a 
good deal to-day : we vtsited the temple of Vesta, 
the Church of Santa Maria in Cosmadino, the 
Temple of Fortune, the Ponte Rotto, and the 
house of Nicoio Rienzi : ail thèse lie together in 
a dirty, low and disagreeable part of Rome. 
Thence we drove to the Pyramid of Caius Ces- 
tus. As we knew nothing of this Caius Cestus, 
but that he lived, died, and was buried, it U not 
possible to attach any fanciful or classical interest 
to his tomb, but it is an object of so much beauty 
in itself, and from its situation so striking and 
picturesque, that it needed no additional interest. 
It is close to the ancient walls of Rome, which 
stretch on either side as far as the eye can reach 
in huge and broken masses of brick-work, frag- 
ments of battlements and buttresses, overgrown 
in many parts with shrubs, and even trees. 
Around the base of the Pyramid lies the burying 
ground of strangers and heretics. Many of the 
monuments are élégant, and their frail materials 
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and dimînuiive forms are an aSeciing conirast 
with the loftj and soHd pile which towers above 
them. The tombs lie around in a small space 
** amicabi j close," like brothers in exile, and as [ 
gazed, I felt a kindred fceling with ail ; for I 
too am a wanderer, a stranger, and a heretic; and 
it is probable that my place of rest maj be amon^ 
them. Be it so ! for methinks this earth coula 
not afford a more lovely, a more tranquil, or more 
sacred spot. I remarked one tomb, which is an 
exact model, and in the same material with tfie 
Sarcophacus of Cornélius Scipio, in the Vatican. 
One smaUsIab of white marble bore the naroe ofa 
joung girl, an only child, who died at sixteen and 
" left her parents disconsolate ;" another élégant 
and simple monument bore the name of a joun^ 
painter of genius and promise, and was erected 
" bj his companions anu fellow students as a tes- 
timonj of tneir affectionate admiration and re- 
gret" This part of old Rome is beautiful bejond 
description, and has a wild, desolate, and poeticai 

grandeur, which affects the imagination like a 
ream. The very air disposes one to rêverie. I 
am not surprised that Poussin, Claude and Sal- 
vator Rosa made this part of Rome a favourite 
haunt, and studied hère their finest effects of co- 
lour, and their grandest combinations of land- 
scape. I saw a young artist seated on a pile of 
ruins with his sketch-book open on his knee, and 
his pencil in his hand — durins the whole time we 
were there he never changed his attitude, nor put 
his pencil to the paper, but remained leaning on 
his elbow, like one iost in ecstasy. 

5.^To-day we drove through the quarter of 
the Jews, called the Ghetta degli Ëbrei. It is a 
long Street enclosed at each end with a strong 
iron gâte, which is locked by the police at a cer- 
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tain hour every evenitig (I believe at ten o^clock;) 
and anj Jew found without its precincts after 
that time, is liable to punishment and a heavy 
fine. The street is narrow and dirty, the houses 
^retched and ruinons, and the appearance of the 
inhabitants squalid, filthy, and misérable— on the 
whole, it was a painful scène, and one 1 should 
hâve avoided, had I followed my own inclinations. 
If this spécimen of the eftects of superstition and 
ignorance was depressing, the next was not iess 
ridiculous. We drove to the Lateran : I had 
frequently visited this noble Basilica before» but 
on the présent occasion, we were to go oTer it in 
form, with the usual torments of laquais and ci- 
ceroni. I saw nothing new but the cloisters» 
which remain exactly as in the time of Constan- 
tine. They are in the very vilest style of archi- 
tecture, and decorated with Mosaic- in a very ela- 
borate manner: but what most aoiused us was 
the collection of relies, said to hâve been brou^ht 
by Constantine from the Holy Land, and which 
our cicérone exhibited with a sneerine solemnity 
which madè it very doubtful whether he believed 
himself in their miraculous sanctity. Hère is 
the stone on which the cock was percned when it 
crowed to St. Peter, and a pillar irom the Temple 
of Jérusalem, split asunder at the time of the 
crucifixion : it looks as if it had been sawed very 
accurately in half from top to bottom, but this of 
course only renders it more miraculous. Hère is 
also th^ column in front of Pilate's house, to 
^ which our Saviour was bound, and the very well 
where he met the woman of Samaria. Ali these« 
and various other relies, supposed to be conse- 
crated by our Saviour's Passion, are carelessly 
thrown into the cloisters — not so the heads of St. 
Peter and St Paul, which are considered as the 
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cUef tretgnrefl îa the Laterati, and are deposîted 
in the body of the church in a rich shrine. The 
beautifttl Sarcophagus of red porphyry, wliîdi 
once stood in the portico of the Panthéon, and 
contained the ashes of Agrippa» is now in the Gor- 
sini Chapel hère, and encloses the remains of 
some Pope Clément. The bronze eauestrian sta- 
tue of Marcas Aurelius, which stanas on the Ca- 
pitol, was dug from the cloisters of the Lateran. 
rhe statae of Constantine in the portico was 
found in the baths of Constantine : it is in a style 
of sculpture worthy the architecture of the clois- 
ters. Constantine was the first Christian empe- 
ror, a glory which has served to cover a multitude 
of sins : it is indeed impossible to forget that he 
was the chosen instrument of a great and blessed 
révolution, but in other respects it is impossible 
to look back to the period oi Constantine without 
horror— -an era when bloodshed and barbarism, 
and the gênerai depravity of morals and taste 
seemed to hâve reached their climax. 

On leaving the Lateran, we walked to the Sca- 
la Santa, said to be the very flight of steps which 
led to the judgment hall at Jérusalem, and trans- 
ported hither by the Emperor Constantine ; but 
while the other relies which his pious benevolence 
bestowed on the city of Rome hâve apparentlv 
lost some of their emcacy, the Scala Santa is stiil 
regarded with the most devout vénération. Àt the 
moment of our approach, an élevant barouche 
drove up to the portico, from which two well-» 
dressed women alighted, and pulltng out their 
rosaries, began to crawl up the stairs on their 
hands and knees, repeating a Paternoster and an 
Ave Maria on every step. A poor diseased beg- 
gar had just gone up before them, and was a féw 
steps in advance. ' This exercise, as we were as- 
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sured, purdiases a thousand years of indulgence. 
The morning was conclnded bj a walk on the 
Monte Pincio. 

I did net know that first morning after onr ar- 
riyal, when I ran up the Scala délia Trinità to the 
top of the Pincian hill» and looked around me 
with sttch transport, that I stood by mère chance 
on that very spot from whîch Claude nsed to stu- 
ûj hia san-sets, and hia beautiful effects of eve- 
mng. His houae was close to me on the left, and 
those of the Ntcolo Poussin and Salvator Rosa a 
Kttlebeyond. Since they hâve been pointed out 
to me, I never pass from the Monte Pincio alons 
the Via Felice vrithout lookinç up at them witb 
interest : such power bas genias, " to hallow m 
the core of human hearts, even the ruin of à 
wall.^' 

Jan. 6d — Sunday, at the EnsKah 'Chapel, whîch 
vas creii^ded to ezcess^ and where it was at once 
cold and safibcatins. We had a plain but excel- 
lant sermon, and the officiating clergyman, Mr. 
W. exhorted the congrégation to condact them- 
sel ves.with more deconim at St. Peter's, and io re- 
member what was due to the temple of that God 
who was equally the God of ail Christians. We 
afterwards went to St. Peter's, where the anthem 
was performed at ve^pers as usual, and the ténor of 
the Ârgentino sung. The music was indeed hea- 
venlj-^but I did not enjoy it: though the beha- 
TÎour of the English was mnch more décent than 
I bave yet aeen H» the crowd round the chapel, 
the talking, pushing, whispering, and movement, 
were enoueh to disquiet and discomfort me : I 
wHhdrew âer^Die» «nd waUted about at a.Iittle 
13 
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dift tance, where I could JQathear the swell of tfae 
orgao. Such is the imniensitj of the buildÎDg, 
that at the other aide of the aiale the music is 
perfectlv inaudikrie. 

r.-~Visited the Falconieii Palace to see Car- 
dinal Fesche's gallerj. The collection is laige, 
and contai n 9 roanj fine pic tares, but there is 
such a mélange of good, bad, and indiffèrent, that 
on the whole, 1 was disappointed. L** attached 
himself to in y slde the whole roorning^to bene- 
fit, as he said, by mj ** tastj remarks:" he huDg 
so dreadfully heavy on mj hands, and I was so 
confounded by the interprétations and explana- 
lions his ignorance reqmred, that I at last found 
my patience nearly at an end. Pity he is so 
good-natured and good-tempered, that one can 
iieither hâve the comfort of heartily disliking him, 
nor find nor make the shadow of an excuse to 
shake him oflf! 

In the evening we had a gay party of English 
and foreigners: among them-^^ 
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A REPLY TO A COMPLIMENT. 

Trust not the ready smile! 

'Tis a delusive glow— 
For cold and dark the while 

The spirits flag below. 

With a beam of departed joy, 
The eye ma^ kindle yet; 

As the cloud in yon wintry skjr, 
Still glows with the sun that is set. 
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The cloud will vanish away— 
The Sun will shiae to-morrow — 

To me shall break no day 
On this dull ni|^t of sorrow. 



A REPLY TO A REPROAOH. 

^ j» .. . 

I woaU not that the world shtiuld know> 
How deep wiihin my panting heart, 

A thousand warmer Caielings glow, 
Than word or look coula e'fer impart. 

I would not thmt the world should guess 
At aught bejond this outward show ; 

What bappy dreams in secret bless— 
Whatii)urning tears in secret flow. 

And let them deem me cold or vain ; 

— ^ere i$ one who thinks not so ! 
In one devoted heart 1 reign. 

And what is ail the rest below ? 



9.— We hâve had two days of truly English 
weather ; cold, damp, and gloomy, with sterms of 
wind and rain. I know not* why, btft there is 
something pecoliarly deforming and discordant in 
bad weather hère ; and we are ail rather stupid 
and depressed. To me, sunshine and warmth are 
substitutes for health and spirits ; and their ab- 
sence inflicts positive sufTering. There is not a 
single room in our palazzetto which is weather 
proof ; and as to a good fire, it is a luxury un- 
Icnown, but not unnecessary in thèse régions. In 
such apartments as contain no fire place, a stufa, 
or portable stove is set, which diffuses iittle 
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warmth, aad renders the air insui^Kirtabljr close 
and suffotatine. 

I wîtnessed a scène last night, whicb was a 
sood illustration of that extraordinarj indolence 
lor which the Romans are remarkabïe. (hir la- 
quais Camillo suffered bimself to be turned off, 
ralher thao pyt wood on t|ie fire thre« ûmeB a 
day; he would ' raiber^ ho> said, ^'starve in tbe 
streçjls, than brealt bis back bj carrjiBg-bnrthens 
Itke an ass ; afid tbou^h be wa» misérable to dis- 
ptease the Qnoratissîmo J^adroi^, bis first duiv 
ivas to take care t)f bis own bealth, which^ wHb 
the blessing of the saints,- he was'determined to 
do.'* B— ^— tbre w bim bis wage«, repeatin^ with 

freat contempt tbe onl y worâ of thîa long speech 
e understood, " AsirioP^ "Sono Romano, îo,'' 
replied the feHow, drawing bimself up ^tii dig- 
nitj. He took-- bis wages, bowever, and marched 
outof tbe bouse. 

The impertinence of tbis Camille was some- 
times amuskig, but oflener provoking. Hepiqued 
bimself on being a profound anti^uarian, would 
confut* Nibbj, and carried Nardini in bis pocket, 
to whom be referred on ail occasions: jvt, tbe 
other day, he had tbe impudence to assure ua tbat 
Caius Cestus was an Ënglish protestant, wbo was 
excommunicated by -Pope Julius Cœsar ; and took 
bis Nardini out of bis pocket to prove bis asser- 
tion. 

V— brousht me to-day the " Souvenirs de 
Felicie," of Madame de (^nlis, wbicb amnsed 
me delightfully for a iew hours. Tbey contain 
many truths, many half or wbole falsehoodS) many 
impertinent tbings» and aeveral very înteresting 
anecdotes. They are written witb ail tbe grâce- 
fui simplicity of style, and in that tone oiladT- 
like feeling >isbich distinguishes whatever she 
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writcs : bat ît is cicar, that ihough she represents 
thèse " Souvenirs" as mère eitracts from her 
journal, they hâve been carefullj composed or re^*' 
composée tor publication, and were always in- • 
tended to be seen. Now if my poor little Diary 
should ever be seen ! I tremble but to think oif 
it !— what egotism and vanity, what digcontent,-^ 
repining,— caprice — should 1 be accused of ! nei- 
ther, perhaps, hâve 1 always been just to others; 
quand on sent, on réfléchit rarement, Such étrange 
vtcissitudesoftemper—such opposite extrêmes of 
thinking and feeling, writtendown at the moment, 
without noticing the intervening link& of circum- 
stances and impressions vvhich led to them, would 
appear like distraction, if they should meet the 
eye of any indiffèrent person — ^but I think I hâve 
taken sufficient précautions against the possibility 
of such an exposure, and the only eyes which 
will ever glance over this blotted page, when the 
hand that writcs it is coW, will read, not to criti- 
dse, but to sympathise, 

10. — A lovely, bril liant day, the sky without a 
cloud, and the air as soft as summer. The car- 
nages were ordered immediately after breakfast, 
and we sallied forth in hi^h spirits ; resolved, as 
L*"*^ said, with his usual felicitous application of 
Shakspeare, 

To tahe the Hde in the affaira of men, 

The batbs of Titus are on the ^squilîne ; and 
nothing remains of them but piles of brick- work, 
and a few subterranean chambers^ almost choked 
with rubbish. Some fragments of exquisite Ara- 
besque painting are visible on the ceilings and 
walis $ and the gilding and colours are stilT fresh > 
and bright. The brick- work is pcrfectly solid 
and firm, and appeared as if finished yesterday. 
IS* 



Digitized by VjOOQIÇ 



150 ROME. 

On the ivhole, the impression on «y mind wm, 
t)iat not the slow and gentle hand of time, iMit 
ftudden rapine and violence had canafd the dé- 
vastation around us; and lookine into Nardinî 
on my return» I found tbatthe batbs of Titus were 
iiearly entire in the thirteenth century» but were 
demolisbed with great labour and difficultj, by 
the ferocious Senator Brancaleone, who, aboot 
ihe^ear 1257, destroyed an infinité nuniber of 
ancient édifices, " per togliere ai Nobili il modo 
di fortificarsi." Thè ruina were excavated dnrÎDg 
the Pontificate of Julius the Second, and under 
the direction of Raffaelle, who is supposed to bave 
taken the idea of the Arabesques in the Loggie of 
the Vatican, from the paintings hère. W© were 
shown the niche in which the Laocoon stood, when 
it was discovered in 150S. After leaving the 
baths, we entered the neighbonring churcb of San 
Pietro, in Yincoli, to look i^ain at the beautifol 
fluted Ooric columns, whieb once adomed the 
splendid édifice of Titus : and on this occasion, 
we were shown the chest in which the fetters of 
St. Peter are preserved, în a triple enelosure of 
iron, wood, and silver. Mj uareaaonaMe curiosi- 
ij not being satisfied by looking at the mère eut- 
side of thia aacred ootfer, I turned to the monk 
who exhibited it, and civillj requested tbathe 
"would open it, and show us the miraculous trea- 
aure it contained. The poor man looked abso- 
lutelj astounded and aghast, at the audacitj of 
inj request,. and stammered ont, that the coler 
was neyer opened, without a written order from 
his Holiness the Pope, and in présence of a Car* 
dinal ; and, that thia favour waa never granidl 
to a heretîc (con rispetto parlando;) and with 
this excuse we were obliged to be satisfied. 
The church of San Martino del Monte ûbnitt 
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on p«rt <tf the substmcture of the baths of Tîhis ; 
and tbere U a door opening from the church, bj 
ivhlch jou descend into the ancient subterranean 
vaults* The amaU, bot eiqvisite pilJars, and the 
pavement» which is of the richeat aiarble§, were 
brooght from the Villa of Adrian, at Tiyoli. The 
walU were painted îo freseo, bj Nicolo and 6as- 
par Pousain, and were once a celebrated atudj 
for young Landtcape paîntera ; altno&t everj ves- 
tÎMof coloarine is now obliterated, by the damp 
Which atreama uown the walta. There are aome 
excellent modem picturea in sood préservation» 
I think by Carluecio. This cnurch, though not 
large^.îs one of the most magnificent we hâve y et 
aeen,and the most precious materiaU are lavîshed 
tu profusion on every part. The body of Cardi- 
nal Tomasi is preaerved hère, embalmed, and in 
a glass case. It is exhibited eonspîcdously, and 
ioi my Hfe I never saw (or smelt) any thing so 
abominable and disgusting. 

The reat of the morning was spent in the Va- 
tican* 

I atood to-day for aome time between those two 
great maaterpieces, the Transfiguration of Rafik- 
elle, and Domenichino's Communion of St. Jé- 
rôme. I stodied them» l examîned them figure 
by figure» and then in the ensemble, and mused 
upon the différent effect they produce, and were 
designed to produce, until I tnought I could dé- 
cide ta my own satisfaction, on tneir respective 
naerits. I am not ignorant that the Transfigura- 
tion is pronounced the *' grandest pieture in the 
world»" nor so insensible to excellence, as to re- 
gard this glorioua composition» without ail the 
admiration due to it. I am dazzled by the fiood 
of light which bursts from the opening heavens 
above» and affected by the dramatic intereat of 
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the group be1ow« What splendour of calour! 

What variety of expression ! What masterlj 
groupiog of the heads ! « ^ 

I see ail this — ^butto me Raffaelle's pictnre 
ivants unitj of interest : it is two picture» in one: 
the demoniac boj in the fore ground always 
shocks me; and thus from my peculiarity of taste» 
the pleasure it gives me is not so perfect as it 
ought to be. On the other hand I never can tura 
to the Domenichino without being thrilled with 
émotion, and touched with awe. The story is 
told with the most admirable skill, and with the 
most exquisite truth and simpHcity : the interest 
i» one and the same ; it ail centres in the person 
of the expiring saint ; and the cal m benignity of 
the < fficiating priest ia finely contrastée with the 
countenances of the group who support the dyine 
form of St. Jérôme: anxious tenderness, grie^ 
hope, and fear, are expressed with auch deep 
pathos and reality, that the spectator furgets ad- 
miration in sympathy ; and 1 hâve gazed, till ï 
could almost bave fancied myself one of the as- 
sistants. The colouring is as admirable as the 
composition — ^gorçeously rich in eflfeet, but sub- 
dued to a tone which harmonizes with the solem- 
nity of the subject. 

l'hère is a curions anecdote connected with 
this picture, which I wish 1 had noted down at 
length as it was related to me» and at the time I 
heard it : it is briefiy this. The picture was paint- 
ed by Domenichino for the church of San Giro- 
lamo délia Carità. At that time the factions be- 
tween the différent schools of painting ran so 
high at Rome, that the followers of Domenichino 
and Guido absolu tely stabbed and poisoned each 
other; and the popular préjudice being in favour 
of the latter> the Communion of St. Jérôme was 
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tom dowQ fromits place, and flung înto a lumber 
garret* Some time afterwards, the superiors of 
the Convent wbhÎDg to &ubstitute a new altar- 
piece, oommîsaioBed Nicolo Poussin to exécute it; 
attd sent him Domemchino's rejected picture as 
old canvass to paint upon. No soouer had the 
gçnerous Poussin cast nis ejes on it, than he was 
struck, as well he might be, wîth astonishment 
and, admiration. He immediatel^ carried in into 
the church, and there lectured m public on its 
beauties, until he made the stupid monks asham- 
ed of their blind rejection of siich a roaster-piece, 
and boldlj gave it that charactèr it has ever since 
reéainedy of being the second beat picture in the 
i¥orld. * 

« 4( « « Ht « 

11^*— A pairty of four, includîng L** and my- 
self, ascendod the dôme of St. Peter's ; and even 
mounted into the gilt bail. It was à most fatigu- 
in^ expédition, and one I hâve since rèpented. I 
sained however a more perfect, and a more sub- 
lime idea of the architectural wonders of St Pe- 
ter's, than I had before; and I was equallj pleased 
and surprised bj the exquisite neatness and 
cleanliness of everj part of the building. We 
drove from St. Peter's to the church of St. Ono- 
frio, to visit the tomb of Tasso. A plain slab 
marks the spot, which requires nothiûg but his' 
narae to disimguish it. •' After life's fitful fever 
he sleeps wellJ' The poet Guidi lies in a little 
chapel close bj; and nis effigy is so placed that* 
the eyes appear fixed upon the tomb of Tasso. 

In the church of Santa Maria Trastevere (whicht. 
is held in peculiar révérence by the Trasteve- 
rini,) there is nothing remarkable, except that 
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Hke many ofhers in Rome, it is rich in the spoîls 
of antique splendour : afterwards to the Palazzo 
Farnese ana the Farnesina, to see the frescos of 
Raftaelle, Giulio Romano,and the Garaccis* which 
hâve long been rendered familiar to me lu copies 
and cngravings. 

12. — 1 did penance at home for the fatigue of 
the daj beforc, and to-day (the lâth) I took a de- 
lightful drive of several hours attended onlj by 
Scaccia. Having examinée! at différent times, 
and in détail, niost of the interesting objecta 
within the compas^ of the ancient city, I wisbed 
to generalize what I had seen, by a kind of sur- 
vey of the whole. For this purpose, making the 
Capitol a central point, I drôve first slowly 
tbrough the Forum, and made the circuit of the 
Palatine hiii,then by the arch of Janus (which by a 
late décision of the antiquarians, bas no more p3i 
do with Janus than with Jupiter,) anfl the tempTe 
of Vesta, back again over the site of^the Circus 
Maxlmus, between the Palatine ànd the Aventine 
(the scène of the Râpe of the Sabines,) to the 
baths of Caracalla, where I spent an hour, mu- 
sing, sketching, and poetizing; thence to the 
Church of San Stefano Rotundo, once a temple 
dedîcated to Claudius by Agrippina; over the 
Celian Hill, covered with masses of ruins, to the 
Church of St. John and St Paul, a small but beau- 
tifui édifice: then to the neighbouring church of 
San Gregorio, from the steps of which there is 
such a noble view. Thence I returned by the 
arch of Constantine, and the Coliseum, which 
frowned on me in black masses through the soft 
but deepening twilight, through the street now 
called the Suburra, but formerly the Via Scele- 
rata, where Tullia trampled over the dead body 
of her fether, and so over the Qûirinal, home. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



KOMB. 155 

MjT excursion was altogetber delightfu], and 
gave me the most magnificent, and I had almost 
said, the most bewildermg ideas of the grandeur 
and estent of ancient Rome : everj step was clas- 
sic çround; illustrious names, and splendid recol- 
lectiODS crowded upon the fancy — 

** And traîling clouds of gloiy did they corne/' 

On the Palatine Hill were the honses of Cicero 
and the Gracchî: Horace, Virgil, and Ovîd resid- 
ed on the Aventine ; and Mecœnas and Plinj on 
the ^squiline. If one little fragment of a wall 
remained, which could with anj shadow of pro- 
bability be pointed out as belon^in&r to the rési- 
dence of Cicero, Horace, or Virgu, how much 
dearer, how much more sanctified to memorj 
would it be than ail the magnificent ruins of the 
fabrics of the Cœsars! But no — ail has passed 
awaj. I hâve heard the remains of Rome coarse- 
ly ndiculed, because after the researches of cen- 
turies, so little is comparatively known, because 
of the endless disputes of antiquarians, and the 
night and ignorance in which ail is involved. But 
to the imagination there is something singularlj 
strîkins in this mjsterious veil which hangs Hke 
a cloua upon the objects around us. . I trod to- 
dajr over shapeless masses of building, extending 
in everj direction as far as the eye could reach. 
Who had inhabited the édifices Itrampled under 
my feet? What hearts had burned — what heads 
had thou^ht — what spirits had kindled there^ 
where nothing was seen but a wilderness and 
waste, and heaps of ruins, to which antiquaries — 
even Nibby himself, dare not give a name? Ali 
swept àway — buried beneath an océan of oblivion, 
above which rise a few great and glorious names, 
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like rocks, over whîch tbe b^om of tine break 
in Tain. 

Indi esclamoy quai' notte atra, Importuiia 
Tutte Tampie tue glorie a un tratto amorza? 
Olorie di senno, di Talor, di forza 
OU mille ayeati, or tioii bai pur niia ! 

One of the most atriking icenea T taw -to-di^ 
waa the Roman Forum, crowded wîdi the eom- 
mon people gail j dreased (it is a Feata or Saintes 
daj;) the women aitting in groupa nfwn the fall- 
en columns, nuraing or amuaing their chfldren. 
The men were plajing at mora, or at a wtmt 
like quoits. Unuer the wedt aide of the PaUthie 
Hill, on the site of the Circus Maximua, I met a 
woman mounted on an ass, habited in a most 
beautifal and aingular holiday costume» a man 
waiked by her side, leadÎDg the animal she rode, 
vit h lover- like watchfulness. He was en Teste, 
and I observed that his cloak was thrown ^ver 
the back of the asa as a substitute for a sadrile. 
Two men foUowed behind with their loo^ capotes 
hanging from their shoulders and carr jin^ guitars, 
ivhich thej struck from time to time, smging as 
thej waiked along. Â little in advance tbere s 
a small chapel, and a Madonna. A voung gifl 



approached, and layine a bouquet of flowers be- 
jfore the image, she knelt dottrn, hid her face in her 
apron, and wning her hands from time to time-as 
if she was prajing with fervour. When the groun 
I hâve just mentioned came up, they lefttke pats 
vay, and made a circuit nf many yards to vmà 
disturbing her, the men taking on their bats» and 
the woman inclining her heacT» in sign of reqiect 
as tkey passed* 
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AU this sounds, while I soberljr write it down, 
verj sentimental, and picturesque, and poeticaL 
It was exactly what I saw — what I often see; such 
is the place, the scenerj, the people. Everjgroup 
is a picture, the commonest object has some in- 
terest attacbed to it, the commonest action is 
dîgnified by sentiment, the language aroundus is 
music, and the air we breathe is poetry. 

Just as I was writing the word musîe, the 
sounds of a guitar attracted me to the window 
which looks into a narrow back Street, and is ex- 
actly opposite a small white hou se belonging to a 
vetturino, who has a very pretty daughter. For 
hér this sérénade was evidently intended, for the 
moment the music began she placed a light in the 
window as a signal that she iistened propitiously, 
and then retired. Thegroup below, consisted of 
two in«n, the lover and the musician he had 
brought with him : the former stood looking up at 
the window with his hat off, and the musician 
after singing two very beautiful airs, concluded 
with the deîicious and popular Arietta " Buona 
notte amato bene !" to which the lover wMstled 
a second, in such perfect tune, and with such ex- 
quisite taste, that I was enchanted. Rome is fa- 
mous for sérénades and serenaders — ^but at this 
season they are seldom heard. I remember at 
Venice being wakened in the dead of the night 
by such deîicious music, that (to use a hyperbole 
common in the mouths of this poetical people,) I 
was " transported to the seventh heaven:" before 
I could recollect myself the music ceased^ the in- 
habitants of the neighbouring houses, threw open 
their casements, and vehementl v and enthusias- 
tically applauded, clapping their hands and shout- 
ing bravos: butneitherat Venice, at Padua, nor 
at Florence did I hear any thiûg that pleased and 
14 
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touched ne so hiùch as the serèn&de to which I 

haTe juôt been listening. 

•IF « « « » « 

14.— To-day was quite heavenly— lîke a lovely 
Majr-daj in Ëngland : the air so ptire, so soft, and 
the Sun so warm, that I would gladly hâve dis- 
pensed with my shawl and pelisse. "We went in 
carriages to' the other side of the Palatine, and 
then dispersing in smaller parties, as will or hn- 
cy led, we lounged and wandered about in the 
Coliseum, and among the neighbouring niîns till 
dînner time. I climbed up the western side of the 
Coliseum, at the imminent hazard of tny neck, 
and lookîng down throngh a gaping apertnre, on 
the brink of which I had accidentally scated my- 
self, I saw in the colossal corridor far below me, 
a young artist, who, as if transported out of his 
sensés by delight and admiration, was making the 
niost extraordinary antics and gestures: some- 
times he (^ped his hands, then extendedhis 
atms, then stood with them folded as in deep 
thought ; new he snatched up his portfolio as if 
to draw what so much encha^ted him, thenthrew 
it down and kicked it from him as if ia despair. 
I jiever saw such admirable dumb show: it was 
better than any pantomime. At length, however, 
he happened to cast up his eyes, as if appealing 
to heaven, and they encountered mine peeping 
down from above. He stood fixed and motion- 
less for two seconds staring at me, and then 
snatching up his portfolio and hishat, ran off and 
disappeared. I met the same man afterwards 
walking along the Via Felice, and could not help 
smiling as he passed: he smiled too, but pulled 
his hat over his face aiid turned away«« 

I dîsQQvered to-day (and it is no slight plea- 
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sure te make a discovery for one's self,) the pas- 
sage which formed the communication between 
the Colîseum and the palace of the C8esars,and in 
which the Ëmperor Commodus was assassinated. 
I recognized it bj its situation, and the mosaic 
payement described by Nibby. If. I had time I 
misht moralize hère» and make an éloquent ti- 
rade à la Eustace about impérial monsters and so 
forth— but in fact I did think while I stood in the 
damp and gloomj corridor, that it was a fitting 
deatn for Commodus to die by the giddy playful- 
ness of achild, and the machinations of an aban- 
doned woman. It was not a favourable time or 
hour to contemplate the Coliseum — the sunshine 
was too resplendent — 

It was a garish, broad and peering day, 
Loud, light, suspicious, full of eyes and ears; 
And every little corner, nook and hole 
Was penetrated by the insolent light. 

We are told that five thousand animais were 
slain in the amphithéâtre on its dedication — ^how 
dreadful ! The mutual massacres of the Gladia- 
lors inspire less horror than this disgusting butch- 
ery ! To what a pitch must the depraved appe- 
tite for blood anddeath hâve risen amongthe cor- 
rupted and ferocious p'^pulous, before such a sight 
could be endured ? 

***♦*■* 

15. — We drove to-day to ihe tomb of Cecilia 
Metella, on the Appiam Way, to the Fountain of 
Egçf ia, and tfae tomb of the Scipios near the Porta 
Capp^a. - 

1 wish'the tomb of Cecilia Metella had been 
that o^f Camélia or Valeria* There may be little 
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in a name, but how much there is in associatioa! 
What this inassy fabric wanted in classical famé 
Lord Bvron bas lately supplied in poetical inter- 
est. Tnc same may be said of the Fountain of 
Egeria, to which he bas devoted some of the most 
exquisite stanzas in -bis poem, and bas certainlj 
invested it witb acbarm it could not bavepossess- 
ed before. Tbe woods and groves wbicb once 
sutTOunded it, bave been ail eut down, and the 
^cenery round it is waste and bleakj but tbe 
fountain itself is pretty, overgrown with ivy, inoss» 
and the graceful capillaire plant (capellodi vénè- 
re) drooping from the walis, and tbe stream is as 
pure as crystal. L**, wbo was witb us, took up a 
stone to break offa pièce of tbe statue, and maimed, 
defaced, and wretcbed as it is, l could not help 
thinking it a profanation to the place, and stopped 
his hand calling bim a barbarous Vandyke, he 
looked so awkwardly alarmed and puzzied by 
tbe epithet I bad given bim ! The identity of 
this spot (like ail other places hère,) bas been 
vehemently disputed. At every step to-day we 
encountered douht and contradiction and cavil- 
ing: authorities are marshaied against each other 
in puzzling array, and the modem unwilling- 
ness to be ciieated by fine sounds, and great names 
bas become a gênerai scepticism. I bave no ob- 
jection to tbe '* shadows, doubts and darkness" 
which r-est upon ail around us, it rather pleases 
my fancy thus to dream over the map of tbings, 
abandoned to my cogitations aud ray own conclu- 
sions; but then there are certain points upon 
which it is very disagreeable to bave one's faith 
disturbed; and the ï'ountain of Egeria is one of 
thèse. So leaving the more learned antîquarians 
to fight it out, secundem artem, and fire each 
other's wigs if they will, I am determiaed and do 
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steadfastlj believe, that the Fountain of Egeria I 
saw to-day ig the very identiciri and original 
Fountain of Egeria— of Numa's Ëgeria — and 
therefore it w so. * ' 

The tomb of the Sctpios is a dirty tlark W4ne 
cellar: ail the urns, the fine sarcophagus^ and the 
original tablets and inscriptions hâve been re- 
inoved to the Vatican. I thought to-day while I 
stood in the sepulchre, and on the very spot 
ivhence the sarcophagus of Publius was removed, 
if Scipio, or Augustus, or Adrîan, could return 
to this world, how would their Roman pride en- 
dure to see their last resting places, thô towers 
and the pyramids in which they fortifted them- 
selves, thus violated, and put to ignoble uses ; and 
the urns which contaîned their ashes stiKk up as 
ornaments in a painted room, where barbarian 
visiters lounge away their bours, andstare upon 
their relies with scornful indifférence or idle eu- 
riosity. 

ut nt * * nt * 

The people hère, even the lowest and meanest 
among them, seemed to hâve imbibed a profound 
respect for antiquity and antiquities, which some- 
times produces a comic effect. I am often amus- 
ed by the exultation with which they point out a 
bit of old stone, or pièce of brick wall, or shape- 
less fragment of some nameless statue, and tell 
you ït is antico, moîto antico\ and the half con- 
temptuous tone in which they praise the most 
beautiful modem production, e modema — ma 
pure non é cativa. 

14* 
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18.— Wc had an opportuoitj of witnessîngto- 
day, one of the most splendid cérémonies of the 
Catholic cliurch. It is one of the four festivals 
at which the Pope performs mass in state at the 
Vatican, the anniveraary of St. Peter's entrance 
înto Rome, and of his taking possession of the Pa- 
pal chair ; for hère St. Peter is reckoned the first 
Pope. To see the high priest of an ancient and 
wicle spread superstition, public! j officiate in his 
sacred character, in the grandest Temple in the 
universe, and surrounded by ail the trappings of 
his spiritual and temporal authority, was an exhi- 
bition to make sad a reflecting mind, but to please 
and exalt a lively imagination : I wished myself 
a Roman Catholic for one half hour only. The 
procession, which was so arranged as to produce 
the most striking theatrical eff'ect, moved up the 
central aisie, to straîiis of solemn and beautiful 
music, from an orchestra of wind instruments. 
The musicians were placed out of sight, nor could 
I guess from what part of the building the sounds 
proceeded ; but the blended harmony, so soft, yet 
so powerful and so equally diSused, as it floated 
throuffh the long aisles and lofty dômes, had a 
most neavenly effect. At length appeared the 
Pope, borne on the shoulders of his attendants, 
and habited in his full Pontifical robes of white 
and gold : fans of peacock's feathers were waved 
on each side of his throne, and boys fiung clouds 
of incense from their censers. As the procession 
advanced at the slowest possible foot pace, the 
Pope from time to time stretched forth his arms, 
which were crossed upon his bosom, and solemniy 
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blessed the people as ihey prostrated themselves 
on each sîde. I could hâve fancied it the trium- 
phant approach of aa Eastern Despot, but for the 
mild ana vénérable air of the amiable old Pope, 
who looked as if more humbled than exalted by 
the pageantry around hîra. It mîght be actingy 
but if so, it was the most admirable acting I ever 
saw : I wish ail his attendants had performed thelr 
parts as well. While the Pope assists at mass, 
it îs not étiquette for him to do any thing for him- 
self : one Cardinal kneeling, holds the book open 
before him, another carrles his handkerchief, a 
third folds and unfolds his robe, a priest on each 
sîde supports him, whenever he rises or moves, 
80 that he appears among them like a mère help- 
lessautomaton,goinffthrough a certain set ofme- 
chanical motions, with which his will has nothing 
to do. AU who approach or address him, pros- 
trate themselves and kiss his embroidered slipper 
before they rise. 

When the whole ceremony was over, and most 
of the crowd dispersed, the Pope, after disrobing, 
was p^ssing through a private part of the church 
where we were standing accidentally, looking at 
one of the monuments. We made the usual obei- 
sance, wtiich he returned by inclining his head. 
He walked without support, but with great diffi- 
culty, and appears bent by infirmity and âge: his 
countenance bas a mèlancholy, but most benevo- 
lent expression, and his dark eyes retain uncom- 
tnon lustre and pénétration. During the twenty- 
one years he has worn the tîara, he has suffered 
many vicissitudes and humiliations, with dignity 
and fortitude. He is not considered a man of 
very powerful intellect or very shining talents : 
he is not a Ganganelli or a Lambertini ; but he has 
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been happy in his choice of mîaisters, and his go- 
vernmeDt nas been distinguished bj a splrît ofiî- 
berality, and above ail, bj a partiahty to the Ëng- 
lishy which calls for our respect and gratitude. 
Therc were présent to-daj» in St. Peter's, aboiut 
five thousana people, and the church woold cer* 
tainlj bave contained ten times the number. 

19.— We went to-day to view the restored mo- 
del of the Coliseum, exhibited in the Piazza di 
Spagna; and afterwards drove to the mannfac- 
tory of the beads called Roman Fearl, which is 
well worth seetng once. The beads are eut from 
thin laminée of alabaster» and then dipped into a 
composition made of the scales of a fish (the Ar- 
gentma.) When a pcrfect imitation of pearl is 
intended, they can copy the accidentai defects of 
colour and form, which occur in the real gem, as 
well as its brilliance, so exquisitely, as to deceive 
the most practîsed eye. 

20.— I ordered the open carriage early this 
roorning, and attended only by Scaccia, partly 
drove and partly walked through some of the 
finest parts of ancient Rome. The day bas been 
perfectly lovely; the sky intensely blue, without 
a single cloud ; and though I was weak and far 
from well, I felt the influence of the soft sun^hine 
in every nerve ; the pure elastic air seemed to 
penetrate my whole frame, and made my spirits 
bound and my heart beat quicker. It is true, I 
had to regret at every step the want of a more 
cultivated companîon: and that I feel myself 
sharaefully — no — ^not shamefully, but lamentably 
ignorant of many things. There is so much of 
which I wish to know and learn more : so much 
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of my time is spent in huntÎDg books, and ac- 
quiring by various means the iofonnation with 
which I ought already to be prepared ; 80 many 
days are lost by fréquent indisposition, that 
though I enjoy, and feel the value of ail I do 
kno w and observe, I am tantalized by the though ts 
of ail I must leave behind me unseen — there must 
necessarilj be so much of which I do not even 
hear I Yet, in spite of thèse drawbacks, my little 
excursion to-day was delightful. I took a direc- 
tion just contrary to my last expédition, first by 
the Quattro Fontane to the Santa Maria Maggiore, 
which I always see with. new deliçht ; then tothe 
ruind called the Temple of Mmerva Medica, 
which stands in a cabbage garden near another 
fine ruin, once called the Trofei di Mario, and 
now the Acqua Giulia: thence to the Porta Mag- 
giore, built by Claudius ; and round bj the Santa 
Croce di Gerusalerame. This church was built 
by Helena> the mother of Constantine, and con- - 
tains her tomb, besides a portion of the True 
Cross, from which it dérives its name. The in- 
terior of this Basilica struck me as mean and cold. 
In the fine avenue in front of the Santa Croce, I 
paused a few minutes to look round me. To the. 
right were the ruins of the stupendous Claudian 
Aq^educt with its gigantic arches, stretching a- 
way in one unbroken séries, far into the Cam- 
pagna; behind me the Amphithéâtre Castrense: 
to theleft, other ruins, once called the Temple of 
Venus and Cupid, and now the Sessorium ; in 
front, the Lateran, the obelisk of Sesostris, the 
Porta San Giovanni, and great part of the ancient 
walls ; and thence the view extended to the foot 
of the Appenines. Ail this part of Rome is a 
scène of magnificent désolation, and of melan- 
choly jet sublime interest: its wildness, its vast- 
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nest, its wwte and solitary opéMess. add to its 
efiect upon the imagination. The onlj hnman 
beings I bebdd in the compass of at least two 
miles, were a few herdsmen driving their cattle 
through the gâte of San Giovanni, and two or 
three stransers who were saunterÎDg about with 
their note books and port folias, apparently en- 
thnaiasts like myseif, lost in the memor j of the 
pasty and the contemplation of the présent 

I spent some time m the Lateran, then drove 
to the Colisânm, where I foand a long procession 
of pénitents, their figures and faces totalljr con- 
cealed by their masks and peculiar dress, chant- 
ing the via Crucis. I then examined the site of 
the Temple of Venus and Rome, and satisfied my- 
self by occular démonstration of the truth of tnc 
measurements which give sixty feet for the hei^ht 
of the columns and eighteen feet for their cir- 
cumference. I knew enough of geometrical pro- 
portion to prove this to my own satisfaction* On 
examining the fragments which remain, each 
fluting measured a looi, that is, eight inches right 
across. This appears prQdigious, out it is never* 
theless taie. I am forced to believe to-day» what 
I yesferday dt)u|>ted, and deemed a piecc'of mère 
antiquarian exaggeration. 

This magnificeht édifice wai^ designed and l|uilt 
b^ the Ëmperor Adrian, who piqued himself od 
Ihs skîil in architecture, and carried his jealbasy 
of otFuer artists so far, as to banish Apoliodorus, 
who had designed the Forum of Ti*ajan. When 
he had finished the Temple of Venus at Rome, he 
sent to Apoliodorus a plan of his stupendous 
structure, challenging^ him to find a single fault 
in it. The architect severely criticised some 
triflinç oversights; and the Bmperor, conscious 
of the justice of his criticisms, and unable to reme< 
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âj the defects, orderêd hiiti to bê strangled. Snch 
was the fate of Apollodorus, whose misfortune it 
was to hâve an Emperor for his rival. 

They are now clearing the steps which lead to 
thts temple, from which it appears that the length 
of the portico in front was 800 feet, and of the 
side 500 feet. 

Whlle I was araong thèse mins, I was strHck 
by a little limpid fountaîn, whtch gushed from the 
cmmbling wall» and lost itself among the frag- 
ments of the marble pavement. AU looked drear j 
and desolate ; and tnat. part of the rain, which, 
from its situation must hâve been the sanetum 
smicforum, the shrine of the Divinitj of the place, 
is now a réceptacle of&lth and everjr conceivaUe 
abomination. 

I walked on to the mins, now called the Baai* 
lica of Constantine, once the Temple of Peace. 
Thîs édifice was în a bad style, and constrocted 
at a period*when the arts were at a low ebb: yet 
the mins are vast and magnificent. The exact 
direction of the Via Sacra has long been a sub- 
ject of véhément dispute. Thej hâve now laid 
open a part of it, which ran in front of the Basi- 
lica: the pavement is abouttwelve feet below the 
présent pavement of Rome, and the soîl turaed 
up in their excavations, is formed entirelj of 
cmmbled brick work and mortar, and fragments 
of marble, porphyry, and granité. I returned by 
the Fomm and the Capitol, throush the Forums 
of Nerva and Trajan, and so over the Monte Ca- 
Vallo, home. 

2S.— Last ni^t we had a numerous party, and 
Signor P. and his daughter came to sing. She is 
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a private singer of ereat talent, and came attend' 
ed bj her lover, or heryîance/ who, according to 
the Italian custom, attends his mistress every 
where, during the few weeks which précède their 
marriage. He is a young artist, a favourite pupil 
of Camuccini, and of Tery quiet unobtrusive man- 
ners. La P. bas tbe misfortune to be platn, her 
features are irregular, her complexion of a sickly 
paleness, and though her eyes are large and dark, 
they appeared totally devoid of lustre and ex- 
pression. Her plainness, the bad taste of her 
dress, her awkward figure, and her timid and em- 
barrassed deportment, ail furnished matter of a- 
musement and observation to some youne people 
(English of course,) whose propensities lor quiz- 
;:rîng exceeded their good breeding and eood na- 
iure. Though La P. does not understand a word 
of either French or English, I thought she could 
not mistake the significant looks and whispers of 
which she was the object, and I was ki pain for 
her, and for her modest lover. I drew my chair 
to the piano, and tried to divert her attention, by 
keeping her in conversation, but I could get no 
fartner than a few questions, which were answer- 
ed in monosyllables. At length she sang — and 
sang divinely : I found the pale automatoa had a 
soûl as well as a voice. After giving us with 
faultless exécution, as well as great expression, 
some of Rossini's finest son^s, she sung tne beau- 
tiful and diffîcult cavatina in Otello, " Aswa al 
pié d^un ScUice^^^ with the most enchanting style 
and pathos, and then stood as unmoved as a ^- 
tue, while the company applauded loud and long. 
A moment afterwards, as she stooped to take up 
a music book, her lover who had edged himself by 
degrees from the door to the piano, bent his head 
too, and murmured in a low voice, but with the 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



AOMS. 169 

«lost passtotiate accent, " O brava, brava Caf-a !'' 
she replied only bj a look — but it was snch a 
look! I never saw a human countenance so en- 
tirelj, 80 instantaneouslj changed in character: 
the vacant eyes kindled and beamed with tender- 
ness; the pale cheek glowed, and a bright smile, 
playtng round her mouth, just parted her lips snf- 
nciently to discover a set of teetli like pearl§. 
I could hâve caUed her at that moment beautiful; 
but the change was as transient as sudden— it 
passed like a gleam of light over her face and va- 
ni^ed, and bj the time the book was placed on 
the desk, she looked as plain, as stupid, and as 
atatue-like as ever. 1 was the only person who 
had witnessed this little bjre scène ; and it gave 
me pleasant thoughts and interest for the rest ot 
the evening. I found that our automaton had a 
heart. 

Another trait of character occurred afterwards, 
which amused me, but in a verj différent style, 

Our new Danish friend, the Baron B , told us 

he had once been présent at the décapitation of 
nine men, having first fortified hiraself with a 
large goblet of brandy. After describing the 
scène in ail its horrible détails, and assuring us 
in his bad German French, that it was **vne chose 
bien mauvaise à voir^^ — I could not help asking 
him with a shudder, how he felt afterwards? 
whether it was not weeks or months before the 
impressions ef horror left his mind ? he answered 
with smiling naiveté, and taking a pinch of snufl^ 
** mafoi! madame, je n^ai pas pu manger de la 
wmde toute cette journée là .'" 

m * * * m * 

fi7..;-.We drove to the Palazzo Spada, to tee 
15 
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the famous Spada Pompey, said to be the rery 
statue at the base of which Gsesar fell. I was 
pleased to find, contrarj to mj expectations, that 
tiiig statue bas great intrînsic merit, besides its 
celebritj, to recommend it. The extretnities of 
the Itmbs hâve a certain clumsiness, which maj, 
perhaps, be a feature of resemblance, and tiot a 
fault of the sculpter; but the attitude is noble, 
and the likeness of the head to the undisputed 
bust of Pompey, in the Florentine gallery, strnck 
me iramedrately. The Palazzo Spada, with its 
splendid architecture, dirt, discomfort, and di- 
lapidation, is a fair spécimen of the Roman pala- 
ces in générât. It con tains a coridor« which from 
an architectural déception, appears much longer 
than it really is. I hâte tricks — in architecture 
especially. Wc afterwards visited the Panthéon, 
the Church of Santa Maria Minerva, (an odd corn- 
bination of names,) and conclu ded the morning 
at Canova's. It is one of the pleasures of Rome, 
to lôunge in the Studij of the best sculptors 5 
and it is at Rome only, that sculpture seems to 
flourish as in its native soil. Rome is truly the 
ciiy of the soûl, the home of art and artists. With 
the divine models of the Vatican ever before their 
eyes, thèse inspiring skies above theîr heads^ and 
the quarries of marble at a convenient distance — 
it is hère only they can conccive and exécute those 
Works which are formed from the beaa-ideal; 
but it is not hère they meet with patronage: tiie 
most beautiful things I hâve seen at the various 
Studij hâve ail been executed for English, Ger- 
man, and Russian noblemen. The names I heard 
most frequently, were those of the Dukes of Bed- 
ford and Devonshire, Prince Esterhazy, and the 
King of EngUnd. 
Canova has been accused of a want of simpli- 
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city, and of giving a too voluptuous expres^on to 
some of his figures : with ail niy admiration of hig 
geniusy I confess the censure just. It is particu- 
larlj observable in the Clori svegUata (the Njmph 
awakened by Love,) the Cupid and Psyché for 
Prince Yousouppoft', the Ëndymion, the Grâces» 
and some others. 

In some of Thorwaldson's works there is ex- 
quisite grâce, simplicity and expression : the 
Shepherd Boy, the Adonis, the Jason, and the 
Hebe, hâve a great deal of the antique spirit. I 
did net like the Colossal Christ, which the sculp- 
tor has just finished in clay: it is a proof that 
bulk alone does not constitute sublimity : it is 
déficient in dignity, or rather in divinity, 

At Rodolf Schadow's, I was most pleased by 
the Cupid and the Filatrice. His Cupid is cer- 
tainly the. most beautiful Cupid I ever saw, su- 
perior, I think, both to Canova's and to Thor* 
wàldson's. The Filatrice, though so exquisitelj 
n^tural and graceful, a little disappointed me; I 
bad heard much of it, and had formed in my own 
imagination, an idea différent and superior to 
what .1 saw. This beautiful figure has repose, 
simplicity, nature and grâce, but I felt a wuni^^ 
the want of some internai sentiment: for instance, 
if instead of watching the rotation of her spindle, 
with such industrious attention, the Filatrice had 
looked careless, or absent, or pensive^ or discon- 
solate, (like Faust^s Margaret at her spinning 
wheel,) she would hâve been more interesting— 
but not perhaps what the sculptor intended to re- 
present. 

Schadow is ill, but we were admitted by his 
order into his private study; we saw there the 
Bacchante, which he has just finished in clay, and 
which is to em^ilate or rival Canova's Dansatrice. 
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He has been at work upon a small but beautîfuî 
figure of a piping Shepherd boy, which is just 
made out: beside it laj VirgiPs Eclogues» and bis 
spectacles were between the 1 caves.* 

Almost everj thing I saw at Max Laboureur'» 
struck me as vapid and finikin. There were some 
pretty groups, but nothingto tempt me to TÎsit it 
again. 

« « jK « « « 

SO. — We spent the whole morning at the Villa 
Albani, where there is a superb collection of an- 
tique marbles, most of the m brought from the 
Vula of Adrian at Tivoli. To note down even a 
fevtr of the objects which pleased me would be an 
endiess task. I think the busts interested me 
most. There is a basso-relievo of Antinous— «the 
beautiful head declined in his usual pensive atti- 
tude : it is the most finished and faultless pièce of 
sculpture in relievo, I ever savir; and as perfect 
aod as polished as if it came from the chisel 
yesterday. There is another basso-relievo of 
Marcus Aurelius, and Faustina, equal to the last 
in exécution but not in interest. 

We found Rogers in the gardens: the okl poet 
was sunning himself — walking up and down a 
beautiful marble portico, lined with works of art, 
with his note book in his hand. I am told he is 
now writing a poem of which Italy is the subject; 
and hère with ail the Campagna di Roma spread 

* Poor Schadow died yesterday. He caught cold the 
other evening at the Duke of Braccîano's uncomfortable 
ostentatious palace, where we heard him complaining of 
the cold of the Mosaic floors. Three day afterwards he 
was no more. He is universally regretted. Jan. 30th. 
Mtthor^s note. 
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out before him — above him, the sunshine and tHc 
rlch cloudless skies— -and ail around him, the re* 
mains of antiquity in a thousaud élégant or vén- 
érable or fanciful forms : he could not hâve cho- 
sen a more génial spot for inspiration. Though 
we disturbed his poetical rêveries rather abruptlj, 
he met us with his usual amiable courtesy, and 
conversed most delightfully. I never knew him 
more pleasant, and never saw him so animated. 

Our departure from Rome has been postponed 
from day to day in conséquence of a trifling ac- 
cident An Austrian Colonel was taken by the 
banditti uear Fondi, and carried up into the moun- 
tains: ten thousand scudi were demanded for his 
ransom ; and for raany days past, the whole city 
has been in a state of agitation and suspense about 
hia ultimate fate. The Austrian s, roused by the 
insult, sent a large body of troops (some say three 
thottsand men) against about one hundred and 
fifty robbers, threatening to exterminate them. 
They were pursued so closely, that after drag^ 
ging their unfortunate captive over the mountains 
from one fastness to another, till he was nearly 
dead from exhaustion and ill treatment, they 
either abandoned or surrendered him without 
terms. The troops immediately marched back to 
Naples, and the matter rcsts hère: I cannot learn 
that any thing farther will be done. The robbers 
being at présent panic struck by such unusual 
energy and activity, and driven from their ac« 
customed haunts, by thèse valorous champions 
of good order and good policy, it is considered 
that the road is now more open and safe than it 
has been for some time, and if nothing new hap- 
pens to alarm us, we set oft' on Friday next 

I visited to-day the baths of Dioclesian, and 
the noble church which Michel Angelo has con- 
15* 
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structed upon, and ont of their gîgantic ruins. It 
has ail that grand sîmpHcity, that entireness whtch 
characterizes his works: it contains too sonie ad- 
mirable pi dures. On leaving the church, I sair 
on each side of the door, the monuments of Sal- 
vator Rosa, and Carlo Marratti — what a contrast 
do thej cxhibit in their genius, in their works, in 
their characters, in their countenances, in their 
lives ! Near this church (tfîe Santa Maria dei An- 
geli) is the superb fou n tain of the Acqua Felice, 
the first view of which rather disappointed me. 
I had been told that it represented M oses striking 
the rock, — îTmagnificent idea for a fountain! but 
the exécution falls short of the conception. The 
water, instead of gushing from the rock, is pour- 
ed out from the mouths of two prodigious lions of 
basait^ brought, I believe, from Upper Egjpt: tbej 
seem misplaced hère. A littlc beyond the Porta 
Pia is the Campo Scelerato, where the Vestals 
were interred alive. We afterwards drove to the 
"Santi Anostoli" to see the tomb of the excellent 
Ganganelli, bj Canova. Then tothe Sant' I^na- 
zio, to see the famous ceiling painted in perspec- 
tive by the jesuit Pozzo. The effect is certainlj 
marvellous, making the înterior appear to the eVe, 
at least twice the hèight it really is; but though 
the illusion pleased me as a M'ork of art, I thought 
the trickery unnecessary and misplaced. At ftie 
magntficent church of the Gesuiti (where there 
arc two entire columns of Giallo antico) I saw a 
list of relies for which the church is celebrated, 
andwhose efficacy and sanctity werevouched for 
by a very respectable catalogue of miracles. 
Among thèse relies there are a few worth men- 
tioning for their oddity, viz. one of the Virgin's 
ihifta, three of her hairs, and the skirt of Joseph's 
coat. 
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SI.— We spent nearly the whole day in thc 
galler 7 of the Vatican, aad in the Pauline and Sis- 
tine chapeU. 

JOURNEY TO NAPLES. 

February Ist, at Velletrî. 

I left Rome tbis morning exceedingly depressed. 
Madame de Stael may well call travelling un 
triste plaisir : my dépression did not arise from 
the feeling, that 1 left behind me any thing or any 
person to regret, but from mixed and melancholy 
émotions, and partly perhaps from that weakness 
which makes my hand tremble while I write— 
which bas bound down my mind, and ail its best 

fiowers, and ail its faculties of enjoyment, to a 
anguid passiveness, making me feelat every mo- 
ment, I am not what I was, or ought to be, or 
might hâve been. 

We arrived after a short and most delightful 
journey by Albano, the Lake Nemi, Gensano, &c. 
at Velletri, the birth place of that wretch Octavi- 
us, and famous for its wine. The day bas been 
as soft and sunny as a May day in England, aud 
the copntry, through whidx we travelled but too 
rapidly, beyond description lovely. The blue 
Mediterranean spread far to the west, and on the 
right we had the snowy mountains, with their 
wild fantastîc peaks *' rushing on the sky." I 
felt it ail in my heart with a mixture of sadness 
and delight which I cannot express. 

This land was made by nature a paradise: it 
seems to want no chann, " unborrowed from the 
eye" — but how bas meraory sanctified, history 
illustrated, and poetry illumined the scènes 
around us ! where every rivulet had its attendant 
pymph» where every wood was protected by its 
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sjlvan divinitj ; where everj tower bas ils taie 
of heroism, and " not a mountain lifts ita head 
unsung:" and though the faith — the glorj and 
the power of the antique time be pasaed awaj — 
still 

A spirit hang^ 
Beautifiil région ! o'er thy towns and farma. 
Statues and temples, and mémorial tomba. 

I can allow that one half at least, of the foeau^ 
and interest \ve see, lies in car own soûls ; thatit 
is our own enthusîasm wlHch sheds this mantle of 
lîght over ail we behold; but as colours do not 
exist in the objects themselves, but in the rajs 
which paînt them — so beautj is not less real, îa 
not less BEAUTY9 because it exists in the medi^ 
um through which we view certain objects, 
rather than in those objects themselves. I hâve 
met persons who think they displaj a vast deal 
of common sensé, and vcry uncommon streneth of 
mind, in rising superior to ail préjudices of édu- 
cation and illusions of romance — to whom enthu- 
siasm is only another name for affectation— -w ho j 
where the cultivated and the contemplative mind 
finds ample matter to excite feeling and réfection, 
give themselves airs of fashionablenoncAa/ance,or 
flippant scorn— *-to whom the crumbling ruin is so 
much brick and mortar, no more — to whom the 
tomb of the Horatii and Curiatii is a stock of 
chimneys, the Panthéon mi old oven^ and the 
Fountain of Egeria a joê^ sty. Are such persons 
aware that in ali this, there is an afîêctation a 
thousand times more gross and contemptible, 
than that affectation (too fréquent perhaps) which 
they design to ridicule ? 
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«• Whose mînd is but the mînd of his own eyes, 
** He 18 a slave-^'-the meanest we can meet." 

3.—- Our joarney to-day has been long» but de* 
lightfully diversined, and abounding in classical 
beauty and interest. I scarce know what to say, 
nowthat I open my little book to record my own 
sensations : they are so mauy, so varions, so pain- 
fuU 80 delicious — my sensés and my imagination 
hâve been so enchanted, my heart so vcry heavy 
— ^wherc shall I begin ? 

la some of the scènes of to-day-^at Terracina 
particularly» there was beauty beyond what I ever 
beheld or imagined: the scenery of Switzerland is 
of a différent character» and on a différent scale: it 
is beyond comparison grander» moregigantic, more 
overpowering, but it is not so poetical. Switzer- 
land is notltaly — ^is not the enchajiting^oz/^A. This> 
soft balmy air» thèse myrtles, orange groves, paloi 
trees; thèse cloudless skies, this bright blue sea» 
and sunny hills, ait breathe of an enchanted land; 
" a land of Faery." 

Between Yelletri and Terracina the road runs 
in one undeviating line through the Pontine 
Marshes. The accounts we hâve of the baneful 
efiects of the Malaria hère, and the absolute soli- 
tude, (not ahuman face or a human habitation in- 
tervening from one post-house to another,) in- 
vest the wild landscape with a frightful and pe- 
culiar.character of désolation. As for the mère 
exterior of the country, I hâve seen more wretch- 
ed and stérile looking spots, (in France for in- 
stance,) but none that so afiected the imagination 
and the spirits. On lëaving the Pontine Marshes 
we came almost suddenly upon the sunny and 
luxuriant région near Terracina ; hère was thQ 
ancient city of Anxur : and the gothic ruins of 
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the castle of Theodorîc^ which frown on the steep 
above, are contrastée! with the délicate and €hre- 
cian proportions of the temple below. AU the 
countrjr round is famed in cmsic and poetic lore. 
The Promontory (once poeticallj the island) of 
Circe is still the Monte Circello : hère was the 
région of the Lestrygons, and the scène of part<^ 
the Ëneid and Odyssey ; and Corinne has super- 
added romantic and charming associations quite 
asdelightful, and quite as true* 

Antiquarians, who^ like politicians, '* seem to 
see the things that are not," hâve placed ail along 
this road, the sites ofmany a celebrated town and 
&n&»(( making hue and cry after many a city 
which has run away, and by certain marks ana 
tokens pursuing to find it;'' as some old author 
says so quaintly. At every hundred yards, frag- 
ments oi masonry are scen by the road side. Por- 
tions of brick work, sometimes traced at the bot- 
îom of a dry ditch, or incorporated into a fence; 
sometimes peeping above the myrtle bushes on 
the wild hilfs, where the green lizards lie basking 
and elittering on them in thousands ; and the 
stupid ferocious buffalo, with his fierce red eyes, 
rubs his hide and glares upon us as we pass. No 
— 'Uot the ^randest monuments of Rome— not the 
Coliseum itself, in ail its decaying magnificence, 
eyer insçired me with such profound émotions as 
did those nameless, shapeless vestiges of the 
dwellings of man, starting uplike mémorial tomba 
in the midst of this savage but luxuriant wilder- 
ness. Of the beautiful cities which rose along 
this lovely coast, the colonies of elega^t and pol- 
ished Greece — one after another swallowed up by 
the «* insatiate maw" of ancient Rome, nothing 
remains — their sites, their very names hâve pass- 
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ed awaj and perished. We might as well hant 
after a forgotten dream. 

Vain was the chief 's the sage'a pride, 
They had no poet and they died ! 
In vain they toil'd, in vain they bled, 
They had no poet and are dead. 

I Write thîs at Gaeta ; a name fkmous in the 
poetical, the classical, the milifary storj of Italjr, 
from the days of ^neas, from whom it received 
its appellation, down to the annals of the late war. 
On the site of our inn, (the Aïbergo di Cicérone,) 
stood Cicero's Formian Villa; and in an adjoin- 
ing grove he was murdered in his litter bj the 
satellites of the Triumviri, as he attempted to 
escape. I stood to-nîght on a little terrace, 
whicn hung over an orange grove, and enjojed a 
scène which I would paint, if words were l^rros, 
and hues, and sounds — ^not else. A beautiful bay, 
enclosed by the Mola di Gaeta on one si de, and 
the promontory of Misenum on the other : the sky, 
studded with stars, and reflected in a sea as blue 
as itself— and so glassy and unruffled, it seemed 
to slumber in the moon-light : now and then the 
murmur of a wave, not hoarsly breaking on rock 
and shingles, biit kissing the turfy shore, where 
oranges, and myrtles grew down to the water 
edse. Thèse, and the remembrancés connected 
witn ail, and a mind to think, and a heart to feel, 
and thoaghts both of pain and pleasure mingling 
to render the effect more deep and touching. — 
Why should I write this ? O surely I need not 
fear that I fl\\?Mforgei! 
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LINES 

WRITTEN AT MOLA DI GAETA, NEAR THE RUIMS OF 
CIOERO'S FORMIAN VILLA. 

We wandered through bright dîmes» and drank 

the beams 
Of Southern suns: Elysîan scènes we view'd, 
Such as we picture oft in thosedaj dreams 
That haunt the fancy in her wildest mood. 
Upon the sea-beat vestiges we stood, 
Where Cicero dwelt, and watch'd tlie iatest 

gleams 
Of rosy light steal o^er the azuré fiood : 
And memory conjur'd up most glowing thèmes, 
Filling the expanded heart, till it forgot 
Its own peculiar grief! — O ! if the dead 
Yet haunt our earth, around this hallow'd spot, 
Hovers sweet Tully's spirit, since it fled 
The Roman Forum — Forum now no more ! 
Though cold and silent be the sands we tread, 
Still burns the " éloquent air," and to the shore 
There rolls no wave^ and through the orange 

shade 
There sighs no breatb, which doth not speak of 

him, 
The father of his country : and though dim 
Herday of empire— -and her laurel crown 
Torn and defaced, and soiled with blood and 

tears. 
And her impérial eagles trampled down— - 
Stiil with a queen-like grâce, Ilalia wears 
Her garland of bright names, — her coronal of 

stars, 
(Radiant memorials of departed worth !) 
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Thftt shed a glory round her pensive brow, 
And make her still the worahip of the earth ! 



NAPLES. 

Sunddy, 3d. 
'W&- left Gaeta earij. If the scène was so 
foeautifal in the evenin^— how bright, how lôvely 
it was this mornio^! The sun had not limg risen; 
and a soft purple mist hnng over part of the sea; 
wbile to the north and west the land and wat^ 
sparkied and glowed in the living light. Some 
little fishing bostts which had just put off^ rocked 
upoa the gfassy sea, which lent them a gentlè 
motion, though itself appeared ail mirror-like and 
motionless. The oran|^ and lemon trees in full 
foliage, Uterallj bent over the water ; and it wàs 
so warm at half past eight that I felt their shade 
a relief. 

After leaving Gaeta, the first place of note is or 
W(ÈB S^inturnum, where Marius was taken, cmi- 
cealed in the marshes near it. The marshes re* 
main, the citv has disappeared. Capua is still a 
large town : Wt it certamljr does not keep up its 
ancient famé for luxury and good cheer ; for we 
found it extremelj dimcnlt to procure any thing 
to eat. Tbe next town is Avversa, a name un* 
knoQvn, I believe, in the classical history of Italy : 
it was founded, if I reraember ri^tly, by the 
Norman knights. Near this place, is or was the 
convent, where Queen Joanna strangled her hus- 
band Andréa, with asilvercord of herown weav- 
ing. So say s the story : non h credo io. 

From Avversa to Naples the coohéit îa not m- 
teresting; but fertile and ricb bejond description: 
16 
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an endleis Mccession of vîneyarda and oraiige 
grovea. At leneth w« reached Naples ; ail tired 
and in a particuTarly sober and senons mood: we 
remembered it waa the Sabbath, and had for^* 
ten that it was the iîrst day of the Carnîval ; and 
great was oar amazement at the scène which met 
us on our arrivai— 

I looked, I ttared, T smiled, I laugbed : and ail 
The weight of sadnen was in wonder lait! 

The wbole cîtjr seemed one vast pnppet ahow; 
and the noisy gaiety of the crowded streets al- 
most stunned me. One of the firat objects we 
encouotered was a barottche full of Turks and 
Sultanas, driven by an old woman in a tawdry 
court dress as coachman; while a merry an- 
drew and a harlequin capered behînd as footmen. 
Owing to the immense size of the city, and the 
difficulty of makinf our way through the motley 
throngof roasks^b^gars, lazzaroni, eating-stalls, 
carte and carnages, we were nearly three hours 
traiverstng the streets, before we reached our inn 
on the Chiaja. 

I feel tired and over excited : I hâve been stand- 
ing on my balcony looktng o«t upon the moon-Ut 
bay, and Hstening to the mingled shouts, .the 
laughter, the music ail around me ; and thinking 
— till I feel in no mood to wrtte. 

i^ iit « -« * « 

7. — ^Last night we visited the théâtre of San 
Carlo. It dîd not strike me as equal to the Scala 
at Milan. The form is not so fine, the extent of 
the staee îs, or «iweared to be less ; but thmre îs 
infinité^ more giUiagandernament: tiiemimm 
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and liçbte. and skj blue draperies produce a 
splendid effect, and the coup-d'œil is, on the 
whole, more gaj, more theatre-Hke. It was 
crowded in everj part, and manj of the audience 
were in dominos and fanoy dresses : a few were 
masked. Rossini's Barbiere di Seviglia» whicU 
contains, I think, more melody tban ail bis other 
opéras put together^ Tthe Tancredi perhaps ex- 
cepted,) waa most encoantînglj sung, and as ad- 
mirably acted ; and the beautiful classical ballet 
of " Niobe and her Clûldren," would bave ap- 
peared nothing short of perfection, had I not seeu 
the Didone Abbandonata at Milan. But thej 
hâve no actress hère like the gracefui, the ex- 
pressive Pallerini; nor any actor equal to the 
iËnea» of the Scala. 

The AustrianS) who are paramount hère, allow 
maska only twice a week, Sundajs and Thura» 
daja. ThepeoDle seem determined to indemnify 
themselves tor tnis restriction on their pleasures» 
bj everj allowed excess during the two dajs of 
merriment, whicb their despotic conquerors bave 
spared them. I am told by M^"^ and S"^^, our 
Italian friends» that the Carnival is now fallen 
off from its wild spirit of fanciful gaiety, that it 
is stupid, dull, tasteless, in comparison to what it 
was formerly» owing to the severity of . the Aus- 
trian police. I know nothing about the propriety 
of the measures which bave been resorted to for 
curbing the excesses of the Carnival : I think if 
people tvill ran away instead of fighting for their 
national rights, they must be content to suffer ac- 
cprdinsly-^but I meddle not with politics, and 
with ail my h^art abhor them. Whatever the 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



194 vAfUBi. 

|;aieties of fhe €arni¥«i may bave been ibnnerlj, 
it 18 scarce posnUe to conceÎTe a more fantasti^ 
a mare pictoresqae, a more laughable scène tban 
Ihe Strada di Toledo exhibited to-daj : the whole 
citj seemed to wear ** one univarsal grin;'' aod 
anch an incessant fire of sogar iiloms (or ivfaat 
seemed such) was carried on, and with sach ea- 
gemess and mîmîc fury, (that when our carnage 
came out of the conflict, we ail lookeë as if a sack 
of flour had been shaken over us. The impie- 
ments ased in this ridiculoas warfare, are fer 
common purposes, little balls of plaster of Par» 
and flonr, roade to resemble small com&ts : Griends 
and acquaintances pelted each other with reai 
confetti, and those of the most delicious and ex- 
pensive kinds. A double ile of carriages moved 
iD a contrarj direction along the Corso ; a space 
in the middle and on each side, being left for 
horsemen and pedestrians, and the most exact or- 
der was maintained by the guards and police ; so 
that if bj anj chance a carnage lost its place in 
the Une, it was impossible to recover it, aad it 
was immediatelj obliged to leave the street, and 
re-enter bj one of the extremities. Besides the 
warfare carried on below, the balconies on each 
side were crowded with people in gay or grotesque 
dresses» who had aacks of bon-bons before them^ 
from which they showered volleys upon those be- 
neath, or aimed across the street at each other ; 
some of them filled their handkerchiefs, and then 
dexterously loosening the corners, and taking a 
certain aim, flung a voUey at once. This was like 
a cannon loaded with grape-shot, and never fail- 
ed to do the most terrifie exécution. 

Among the splendid and fanciful équipages of 
the roasqueradersy was one, containing the Duke 
of Monteleone's family, in the form of a ship^ 
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riehl y orBfttfented, and dimwB by six horses» 
mounted by masks for postilliana, The fore part 
of the vessel contained the Duke's party, dressed 
in varioas gay costumes, as Tartar warrioro and 
Indian queens. In the stem were the servants 
and attendants, travestied in the most grotesque 
and Ittdicrous style. Thîs magnîfioent and un- 
wieldy car, had by some chance lost its place in 
the procession» and vainly endoavoured to whip 
in; as it is a pcHnt of honour among the charioteers 
n<»t to yiela the pas. Our coachman, however, 
waa ordered (though most unwillîng) to draw up 
and make way for it : and this littfe civility was 
acknowledgea, not only by a profusion of bows, 
batbysuch a shower of delicious sugar plums, 
tbat the seats of our carnage were literally cover- 
ed with them, and some o? the gentlemen flung 
into our laps eleeant little baskets, fastened with 
rit»bons, and filled with exquisite sweetmeats. ^ I 
could not^iter into ail this with much spirit: 
*' uon son io gud ch^un tempo fui ?" but I was an 
amused, though a quiet spectator; and some- 
times saw much more than those who were actu* 
ally eogaged in the battle. I observed that to« 
day, our carriage became an object of attention, 
and a favourite point of attack to several parties 
en foot, and in carriages; and I was at no loss to 
discover the reason« I had with me a lovelj girl» 
whose truly Ënglish style of beauty, her bnlliant 
bloom heigntened by her eager animation, her lipa 
dimpled with a theusand smiles, and her whole 
oountenance radiant with glee and mischievous 
archness, made her an object of admiration» which 
the Ënglish expressed by a fixed stare, and the 
Italians by sympathetic smiles, nods, and ail the 
usuai superlatives of delight. Among our most 
notent and malignant adversaries» was a troop of 
16* 
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élégant nasks in a long open carriape, the ibrm 
of which was totallj concealed by toe bougha of 
laarel,anc} wreaths of artificial flowera, with which 
it was covered. It was drawn by aix fine horses, 
fancifally caparisoned, ornamented wIth plumes 
of feathers, and led by grotesi^ue masks. In the 
Garriase stood tweWe persons in black ailk domi- 
nos, black hats, and black masks ; with plumes 
of crimson feathers» and rich erimson saahes. 
They were armed with small painted tarseta and 
tin tubes, from which they shot volleys of confet- 
ti, in such quantities, and with such dexterous 
aim, that we were almoat overwhelmed whenerer 
we passed tbem. It was in vain we rettimed the 
compliment ; our small shot rattied on their masks 
i>r bonnded from their shields, producing only 
ahouts of iaughter at pur expense. 

A faTourite^ style of mask hère, is the dress of 
an Bnglish sailor, straw hats, blue jackets, white 
trowsers, and very white masks with pink cheeks: 
we saw hundreds in this whimsical costume. 

13.^— On driving home rather late this evening, 
and leaving the noise, the crowds, the confusion 
and festive foUy, and gaiety of the Strada di To- 
ledo, we came suddenly up<m a scène : which 
from its beauty, no less than by the force of con- 
trast, stron^ly impressed my imagination. The 
shore was silent, and almost solitary : the bay as 
smooth as a mirror, and as still as a frozen lake; 
the sky, the sea, the mountains round were ail of 
the sarae hue, a soft grey tinffed with violet, ex- 
cept where the sunset had leil a narrow crimson 
streak along the edçe of the sea. There was oot 
a breeze, not the sTightest breath of air, and a 
single vessel, a frigate with ail its white saîls 
crowded, lay motionless as a monument on the 
bosum of the watersi in which it was raflected a^ 
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m mirror. I hâve seen the bay more splendidij 
beautiful ; but I nerer saw so peculiar, so lovety 
a pictore. It lasted bat a short time : the trana* 
parent purple vetl became a duakj pall, and aîgbt 
and ahadow graduallj enveloped the whale,"*^ 

« * 4» » « « 

Hew t love theae resplendent skies and bluè 
aeas ! Nature hère seems to celebrate a conti« 
nual Festa, and to be for ever decked out in ho- 
lidaj costume! A drive along the '^ aempre beata 
MergelHnà*^ to the extremity of the Promontory 
of Posilippo is positive enchantaient: thence we 
looked over a landscape of such splendid and ua- 
eqaalled interest! the sbores of Baia, where Ci« 
cero, Horace, Virgil, Pliny, Mecœnus, iived; the 
white towers of Pazzuoli apd the Islands of Is- 
chia, Procida and Misida. There was the Sybils' 
Cave, Lake Acheron, and thefabled Lethe; there 
the Sepulchre of Misenus, who defied the Triton; 
and the scène of the whole sixth book of the iB- 
neid, which I am now reading in Annibal Caro'a 
translation : there Agrippina mourned Germani- 
eus; and there her daughter fell a victim to ber 
monfiter of a son. At oor feet laj the lovel j lit^ 
tle Island of Nisida, the spot on which Brutus 
and Portia parted for the last time before the bat- 
tleofPhiiippi. 

To the south of the bay the scenery is not less 
mqpiificent, and scarcely not less dear to memo- 

* A cham oocurs hère ofabouttwentj pages» which in 
the ori^na] MS. are tom out. Nearij the whole of what 
was wntten at Naples has suiFered mutilation, or has 
been purposely effaced; so that în many parts only a de- 
tached sentence, or a few wordsy are legiblein the coune 
ef seveial pages» Bditob. 
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ry : Naples, riiiiiff from the sea like an amphitke- 
atre of white paUcea and towere and glittenog 
dômes : bejona, Mount VeauviuB» with tKe smoke 
carling from its summit like a aiWer cload, and 
formine tbe oniy speck upon the intense Une 
skv ; aïong its base, Portici, Annunziata, Terre 
del Greco, glitter in the sun, every white build- 
ing-— almost every window în every bailding, dis- 
tinct to the eye at the distance of several miles: 
farther on, and perched like white nests on tbe 
iDOuutaioous promontory, lie Castel a Mare, and 
Sorrento, the birth-place of Tasso, and hisasylum 
when the ii\|ttries of lus cold-hearted persecutors 
had stnng him to madness, and drove him hère 
for refuge to the arms of his sister. Yet farther 
on, Capua rises from the sea» a beautiful ofaject îa 
itself, but from which the fancy çladly turns to 
dwell again upon the snowy buildings of Sor- 
rento. 

O de la liberté vieille et sainte patrie ! 

Terre autrefois féconde en subKmes vertus! 

Sous d*indî^es Césars maintenant asservie 

Ton empire est tombé ! tes héros ne sont plus ! 
Mais dans ton sein l'âme ag^rancUe 
Croit sur leurs monumens respirer leur g<énîe, 
Comme on respire encor dans un temple aboli 
La llajestié du Dieu dont il était rempli. 
De la Martutv. 
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THE 

[SONG OF THE SYRBN PARTHENOPE. 

A KHAPSOBY, 
WHITTEN AT If APLES» 

Mine are thèse waves, and mine the twilight 

depths 
O'er whicn ther roU, and ail thèse tufted isles 
That lift their backs like dolphins from the deep^ 
And ali thèse sunny shores tliat gird us round 1 

Listen ! O listen to the Sea-maid's shell ! 

Ye who hâve wander'd hither from far climes» 

(Where the coy summer . jields but half her 

sweets,) 
To breathe mj bland luxurious airs, and drink 
My sun-beams ! and to revel in a land 
Where nature-— deck'd out lîke a bride, to meet 
Her lover-^lajs forth ail her charms, and smiles 
Languidly bright, voluptuouslj gay, 
Sweet to the sensé ancl tender to {ne heart. 

Listen! O listen to the Sea-maid's shell! 
Te who hâve iled your natal shores in hâte 
Or anger, urged by pale disease, or want. 
Or grief, that clinging like the spectre bat, 
SucKS drop by drop the life blood from the heart— 
And hither corne to learn forgetfulness 
Or to prolong existence ! ye shall find 
Both----Though the spring Lethean flow no more» 
There is a power in thèse entrancing skies 
And murmuring waters and delicious airs, 
Felt in the dancing spirits and the blood, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



190 KAPOKS. 

And falKng on the lacerated heart 

Like balm, untîl that iife becomet a booD« 

Which elsewhere is a burthen and a curse. 

Hear then— ^O ! hear the sea-maîd's airy shdl« 
Listen O listen ! 'tia the Sjren sîngs. 
The gpirit of the deep !-^Parthenopo— 
She who did once i' the dreamy dajs of old 
Sport on thèse golden sands beneath the moon, 
Or pour'd the ravishing music of her song 
Over the ailent waters ; and bequeathed 
To ail thèse sunnj capes and dazzling shores 
Her own immortal beautj, and her rmme, 

This is the last day of the Camîval, the last 
night of the ooera: the people are permitted to^o 
in masks» and after the performances there wiU 
be a bail. To-daj when fialdi was describing the 
excesses which usuallj take place during the last 
few hours of the Carnival, he said, ** the man who 
bas bat half a shirt will pawn it to night to buj a 

tood supper and an opéra ticket: to-raorrow for 
sh and soup maigre-— fasting and repentance!" 

m * * * * * 

Satorday, 23.^-1 hâve just seen a most masni' 
eent sight; one which I hâve often dreamed of, 
often longed to behold, and having beheld, never 
shall foraet. Mount Yesuvius is at this moment 
blazing Rke a hu^e furnace; throwing up everj 
minute, or half minute, columns of fire and red 
hot stones, which fall in showers and bound down 
the side of the mountain. On the east, there are 
two distinct streams of lava descending, which 
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glaw with almoat a white heat» aad eirery burst 
of flame is accompanied by a soitnd resembiing 
cannon at a distance. I can hardlj write, mj 
mind isso over flowing with astonishment» admi- 
ration, and sublime pleasnre. 

What a scène as I looked ont on the bay from 
the Santa Lucia ! On one side, the evening star 
and the thread-like crescent of the new moon 
were setting together over Pausilippo» reflected 
in lines of silver radiance on the blue sea; on the 
other the broad train of iîerce red light glared 
upon the water with a fitfal splendour, as the 
explosions were more or less violent : before me 
ali was so soft, so lovelj, so tranqnil! whiie I 
had onlj to tum my hcad to be awe-struck by 
the convulsion of fighting éléments. 

i remember, that on onr first arrivai at Naples» 
I was disappointed because Yesavius did not 
smoke so much as T had been led to expect from 

Ïrictures and descriptions. The smoke then lay 
ike a scarcely perceptible clond on the highest 
point, or rose m aslender white column; to-day, 
and yesterday, it has roUed from the crater m 
blacK volumes, mixing with the clouds above and 
darkening the sky. 

Half-past twelve.— I hâve walked out again : 
the blaze from the crater is less vivid ; but there 
are now four streams of lava issuing from it, 
which hâve united in two broad currents, one of 
which extends below the Hermitase. It is pro- 
bable that by to-morrow night it will hâve reach- 
ed the lower part of the mountain. 

Sunday, S4.— ^Just returned from chapel at the 
English Ambassador's, where the service was read 
by a dandy clergyman to a crowd of fine and su- 
perfine ladies and gentlemen crushed together 
into A hot room. I aever saw extravagance m 
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dress carried to fluch a pttcb M itis by mycoau- 
trjwomen hère; whether tbejdres» at the meo or 
again»! eacK otber, ît îs equallj bad ta^te^ The 
germon to-daj was irerj appropriate, fronk the 
text, " Take ye no thought what ye shall eat, or 
what ye shàU drink, or whai yeuhaUpiUon,^^ ai)4 
I dare 8aj it was Ibtened to wtth atnguiar édifi- 
cation. 

5 o'cloclu— We hâve been driving aion^ tbe 
Btrada Nuova in là**^% Britchka, whence • we had 
a fine view of Veauvius. > There are tremendoiia 
bursts of gmoke from the crater, At «ne tirae 
the ivhole mountain, dawn to the verj baae, was 
aloMMt erèveloped, and tbe atmosphère aréund it 
loaded with the vapour, which seeraed to issue ia 
volumes half as large as the n»ountaîn itsel£ If 
horses are to be had we go up to-n'^t. 

Mondaj Night — 1 am not in a nutnoiir to de* 
scribey or give way to anj poetical fligbts, but I 
must endeavour to give a faithful, sober, and cir- 
curostantial account of our last night's expi^î- 
tion, while the impression is jet fresb on mj 
mind ; though there is» I thînk, little danger of 
mj forgetting. We procured horses, wfaich^ from 
tbe number of persons proceeding on the- same 
errand with ourselves, was a matter of some dif- 
ficulty. We set ont at seven in the evening in 
an open carriage» and almost the whole waj m% 
had the monntain before us, spouttng fire toa 
prodtgiotts height. The road was crowded with 
groujMi of people who had corne out from Iheci^ 
lind environs to take a nearer view of the magn^ 
ficent spectacle, and numbers were hurrjii^ to 
and fro in thosa Itttle flying corricoH which ace 
peculiar to Naples. As" we approached, the esi^ 
plosions become more and more vivid, and^^t^v* 
erjr ttemendaus burst of fire our fnend L**? jaiiqi*^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



NAPLES. 19S 

ed half off his seat, making most loud and char- 
acteristic exclamations, — ** By Jovc ! a magnîft- 
eent fellow! now for it, whiz! there he goes, 
sky high, by George !" The rest of the partj werc 
equally enthusîastic in a différent st^Ie ; and t 
sat silent and quiet from absolute inability to ex- 
press what I felt. I was al most breathless with 
wonder» and excitement, and impatience to be 
nearer the scène of action. While my eyes were 
fixed on the mountain, my attention was, from 
time to time, excited by regular rows of smail 
shining lights, six or eight in number, creeping, 
as it seemed, along the edge of the stream of la- 
va; and, when contrasted with the red blaze 
which rose behind, and the gigantic black back- 
ground, looking like a procession of glow-worms. 
Thèse were the torches of travellers ascending 
the tnountain, and I longed to be one of them. 

We reached Résina a Uttle before nine, and 
alighted from the carriage ; the ascent being so 
rugged and dangerous, that only asses and roules 
accustomeijL to the road are used. Two only 
were in waiting at the moment we arrived, whicn 
L** immediately secured for me and himself ; 
and thoiigh reluctant to proceed without the rest 
of the party, we were compelled to go on before» 
that we might not lose time, or hazard the loss of 
our monture. We set off then, each with two at- 
tendants, a man to lead our animais and atorch- 
bearer. The road, as weascended, became more 
and more steep at every step, being over a stream 
of lava, intermixed with stones and ashes, and 
the darkness added to the difficulty. But how 
shall I describe the scène and the people who 
surrounded us? the landscape partially lighted 
by a fearful red glare, the preoipitous and wind- 
ing road bordered by wild looking gigantic aloes, 
17 
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projecting their huge spear-like leavea ftlmost 
acrosg our path, and oar lazzaroni attendaats 
with their shrill shouts and strange dresses, and 
wild jargon, and striking featores, and dark eyes 
flasbing m the gleam of the torches, which they 
flung round their heads to prevent their being 
cxtinguished, formed a scène so new, so extraor- 
diparj, sa like romance, that m^ attention was 
frequently drawn fromthe mountaini now blaziog 
in ail its tumultuous magnificence. 

The explosions succeeded each other with ter- 
rifie rapidity about two in everj three minutes; 
and the noise I can only compare to the roaring 
and lûssing of ten thousand imprisoned winds, 
mingled at times with a rumbling sound like ar- 
tillerj, or distant thunder. It frequently hap- 
pened that the guides, in dashins their torches 
against the ground, set fire to the dried thorns and 
withered grass, and the blaze ran along the earth 
like wild-fire, to the çreat alarm of poor L**, 
who saw in every bummg bush a stream of lava 
rushing to overwhelm us. 

Before eleven o'clock we reached the Hermi- 
tage, situated between Yesuvius and the Somma, 
and the highest habitation on the moyx^ain. A 
great number of men were assembled withii?^ and 
guides, lazzaroni, servants, and soldiers, were 
lounging round. I alighted, for I was benumbed 
and tired, but did not like to venture among those 
people, and it was proposed that we should wait 
for the rest of our party a little further on. We 
accordinçly left our donkeys and walked forwarfl 
upon a kind of high ridge, which serves to fortify 
the. Hermitage and its environs, against the lava. 
From this path as we slowly ascended, we had a 
glorious view of the Eruption, and the whole scène 
around us, in its romantic interest and terrible 
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magnificence, mocke'd ail power of description. 
There- vvere, at this time, five distinct torrents of 
lava roUing down like streams of molten lead 5 
one of which extended above two miles below us, 
and was flowing towards Portici. The showers 
of red hot stones flew up like thousands of sky 
rockets 5 many of them being shot up perpendicu- 
larly, fell back into the crater, others falling on 
the otttside, bounded down the side of the raoun- 
tain, with a velocity which would hâve distanced 
a hoTse at full speed : thèse stones were of every 
size, from two to ten or twelve feet in diameter. 
My ears were by this time wearied and stunned 
by the unceasingroaring and hissing of the fiâmes, 
while my eyes were dazzled by the glare of the 
red, fierce light : now and then I turned them for 
relief, to other features of the picture, to the black 
shàdowy masses of the landscape stretched be- 
neath us, and spèckled with little shining liafitsïf^ 
which showed how many were up and watcning - 
that night; and often to the calm vaulted sky 
above our heads, where thousands of stars, (not 
twinkîing, as through our hazy or frosty atmos- 
phère, but shining outof " Heaven's profoundest 
axure," with that soft steady brilliance, peculiar 
to a highîy rarified raedium,^ looked down upon 
this frightful turmoil, in ail tneir bright and placld 
loveliness. Nor should I forget one other feature 
of a scène, on which I looked with a painter's 
eye. Greatnumbers of the Austrian forces, now 
occupying Naples, were on the mountain, assem- 
bled in groups, some standing, some sitting, some 
stretched on the ground and wrapped in their 
cloaks, in various attitudes of amazemênt and 
admiration: and as the shadowy glare fell on 
theîr tall martial figures and glitteriftg accou- 
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trementfl, t thought I had fieVer beheld any 
thing so wîldlj picturesque. 

The remaînder of our partj flot jet appearing, 
we sent back for our asses and guides, and de- 
termined to proceed. Âbout haff a mile beyond 
our companions came up, and hère a division 
took place ; some agreeing to ^o forward, the rest 
turning back to wait at the nermitase. I was 
of course one of those who advanced. My spirits 
were now raised, and the grand object of ail this 
daring and anxiety, was to approach near enough 
to a stream of lava to hâve some idea of its con- 
sistency, and the manner in which it fiowed, or 
trickled down. The difficulties of our road now 
increased — ^" if road that might be called, which 
road was none ;'' but black ioose ashes, and mas- 
ses of scoria and lava heaped in ridges, or broken 
into hollows in a manner net to be descrlbed. 
Even my animal, though used to the path, felt his 
*— footing at every step,and if the torch was, by acci- 
dent, extinguished, he stopped, and nothing coîdd 
make him movç, "My guide, Andréa, was very 
vigilant and attentive, and, in the few words of 
Italianhe knew, cneouraged me, and assured me 
there was no danger. I had, however, no fear : 
in fact I was inunitely too much interested to 
hâve been alive to danger, had it really existecj. 
Salvador, well known to ail who hâve visited 
Mount Vesuvius, had been engaged by Mf, R. as 
his guide. He is the principal cicérone on the 
mountain. It is his business to despatch to. thé 
king every three hours, a regular account of the 
height of the Eruption, the progress, estent, and 
direction of the lava, and, in short, the most mi- 
nute particulars. He also corresponds, a6 he as- 
-sured me, with Sir Humphrey Davy^ ftnd is «m- 

* Was the letter addressed * Alla Qua Ezcellenzk 
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ployed to inform him of every interesting pheno-? 
menon which takes place on the mountaîn. This 
roan bas resided at the foot of it, and been prin- 
cipal guide for tliirty-three years, and knows 
every inch of its terri tory. , . 

As the lava had overflowed the usual footpatb 
leading to that conical eminence which forms the 
suramit of the mountain and the exterior of the 
crater, we were obliged to alight frora our saga- 
cious steeds 5 and, trusting to our feet, walked 
over the ashes for about a quarter of a mile. The 
path, or the ground rather, for there was no path, 
was now dangerous to the înexperienced foot; 
and Salvador gallantly took me under his pecu* 
liar care. He led me on before the rest, and I 
foïlowed with confidence. Our object wâs to 
reach the edge of a stream çf lava, formed of two 
currents united in a point. It was glowîng with 
an intense beat ; and flowing, not with such ra- 

Eidity as to alarm us, but rather slowly, and by 
ts and starts. Trickling'm short, is the word 
which expresses îts motion ; if one can fancy it 
applied to any object on so large a scale. 
' At this time the Eruption was at its extrême 
height. The column of fire was from a quarter 
to a thlrd of a mile high ; and the stones were 
thrown up to the height of a mile and a quarter. 
I passed close to arock about four feet in diame--^ 
ter, which had rolled down some time before : it 
was still red bot, and I stopped to warm my hands 
at it. At a short distance from it lay another 
stone or rock, also red hot, but six times the size. 
I walked on first with Salvador, till we were with- 

Scromfidevi,* which caused so much perpleidty at the 
Post office and British Muséum, and ezercised the acu- 
men of a Miiûster of State,-*from Salvador to hi$ Uli)»« 
tnous coivespoudent ? 

17* 
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m a few juàê ilf the lava-Hittlûs moment a pto* 
digkma stone, followed by two or three smalfer 
eues, came rolling down upon us with terrifie ve- 
hicity. The gentlemen and guides ail ran^ ny 
first impulse was to run too ; Sut Salvador calfed 
to me to stop and see ivhat direction the atone 
would take. I saw the reason of his advice and 
stopped. In less than a second he seized mj arm 
ana burried me back fÎTe or six ^rards. I bcard 
the whizzing sound of the stone as it rushed down 
behind me. A little farther on it met with an 
impedhnent» against which it bolted with snch 
force, that it flew up into the air to a great height, 
and fell in a shower of red hot fragments. Ali 
this passed in a moment : I haveshuddered since 
when I hâve thooghi of that moment; bat at the 
time, I saw the danger without the slightest sen- 
sation of terron I remember the ridiculous 
figures of the men, as they scramblcd over the 
rldges of scoria ; and was struck by Salvador's 
exclamation, who shouted to tbem in a tone which 
would hâve beconie Ceesar himselfi-— " che tema ! 
Sono Salvador!"* 

We did not attempt to turn back again ; which 
I should hâve done without any hésitation, îf any 
one had proposed it. To hâve corne thus far, and 
to be so near the object I had in view, and then 
to run away at the first alarm ! it was a littie 
provoking. The road was extremely dangerous 
in the descent I was obliged to walk part of the 
wav, as the guides adviaed, and but îw Salvador, 
ana the interesting information he gave me from 
time to tiroe, I think I should bavé been over- 
povei^d. He amused and fixed my attention, 
by his iiTtelligent conversation, his assiduity and 

*Quidtime8? &ç. 
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self complaGency with which his informatioa wa» 
convejed. He told me he had vistted Mount ^t- 
na (en amateur) duriog the last great éruption oi 
that mottDtaîn» and acknowledgeid with landable 
çandour, that Veauvius in its grandest moments» 
ivas a mère bonfire in comparison: the whole cône 
of Yesuvitts, he said» was net largçr than some of 
the masses of rock he had seeu wbirled from tha 
crater of Mount ^tna, and rolling down ita aides. 
He frequentlj made me stop and look back ; and 
hère I should observe» that our suides seemed as 
proud of the performances of the mountain, and 
as anxious to show it off to the best advantage^ 
as the keeper of a ménagerie is of the tric^^s of 
his dancing bear, or the proprietor of ' Solomon 
in ail his glory/ of his ràree-show. Their en* 
thusiastic shouts and exclamations woald hav« 
kept up my interest had it fiagged. 'f O veda. 
Signera ! O bella ! stupenda !" The last great 
biirst of fire was accompanied bj a freah over« 
flow of lava, which issued from the crater, on the 
west aide, in two broad streams, and united a few 
hundred feet below, taking the direction of Torre 
del Greco. After this explosion the éruption sub- 
sided, and the mountain seemed to repose : now 
and then. showers of atones flew up, but to no 
great lieisht, and unaccompanied bj any vivid 
fiâmes. There was a duU red light over the 
roonth of the crater, round which the smoke roll* 
ed in 'dense tumultuous volumes, and then blew 
off tofwards the south-west 

^* After a slow and diffîcult descent, we reach* 
ed the Hermîtage. I was so exhauated that L 
was glad to rest for a few minutes^ My good 
friend Salvador, brought me a glass of Lachryma 
ChrUti and the leg of a ohicken ; and with recruit- 
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ed tpvits we menated ottr aniinals mtà ugm 
»tarted. 

The descent was infinitelj more slow and diffi* 
cuit than the ascent, and much more trj'mg to 
liie nerves. I had not Salvador at mjr sude, nor 
the mountain before me, to beguile me from mj 
fears ; at length I prevailed on one of oiir atten- 
dants, a fine tall figure of aman, to sîng to me; 
and though he had been up the mountain six times 
in the course of the day, ne sang delightfallj and 
with great spirit and expression, as he stnded 
along with his hand upon my bridle, accompanied 
bjr a magnificcnt rumbling base from the moun- 
tain which every now and then, drowned the me- 
lody jof his voice, and made me start. It was past 
three when we reached Résina, and nearlj five 
when we got home: yet I rose this morningat my 
ttsual hour, and do not feel much fatigued. About 
twelve to-day I saw mount Vesuvius, looking as 
quiet and placid as the first time I viewed it 
There was littie smoke, and neither the glowiue 
lava nor the fiâmes were visible in the glare ci 
the sunshire. The atmosphère was perfectly 
clear, and as I gazed, almost misdoubting my 
sensés: I could scarcely believe in the reallty of 
the tremendous scène I had witnessed but a few 
hours before. 

26.— The Eruption burst forth again to-day, 
and . is exceedingly crand ; though not equal to 
what it was on Sunqay night. The smoke rises 
from the crater, in dense black masses, and the 
wind having veered a few points to the southward, 
it is now driven in the direction of Naples. j\t 
the moment I write this, the skies are obscured 
bj roUing vapours, and the sun which is now set- 
tuigjust opposite to Vesuvius, shinesy as I bave 
seen him, tnrough a London mist, red^ and shorn 
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the day môst oppressivelj sultry, and the atmos^ 
phere thîck and sulphureous. 

March 4. — We hâve had delicious weatlier al« 
inost ever since we arrived at Naples» but thèse 
last three days hâve been perfectlj heavenlj. I 
never saw or felt anj thîng Hke the enchantaient 
ef ihe earth, air, and skies. The roountain bas 
been perfectlj still, the atmosphère witiiout a 
single cloud) the fresh verdure bursting forth ail 
aronnd us, and everj breeze visits the sensés, as 
if laden with a renovatîng spirit of Hfe, and waft» 
ed from Eljsium. Whoever would tmly enjoT 
nature, shottld see her in this delicious land: '* Ou 
la plus douce nuit succède au plus beau jour;" for 
hère she seems to keep holiday ail the year round* 
To stand upon my balcony, looking out upon tbe 
sunshine, and the glorious bay; the blue sea, and 
the pure skies— and to feel that indemnité sensa* 
^on of excitement, that superflu de vie^ quickening 
çyery puise and thriUing through^every nefVêi « 
a pleasure peculiar to this cHmate, where the 
mère consciousness of existence is happiness 
enough. Then evening cornes on, lighted b^ a 
moon and starry heavens, whose softness, nCh- 
ness, and splendour, are not to be conceived by 
those who hâve lived always in the vapoury at- 
mosphère of Ëngland-Hlear Ën^land ! I love, 
like «an Englishwoman, its fire-side enjoyments, 
and home-feit deiights: an English dràwins-room 
with ail its luxurious comforts— carpets andhearth 
rtigs, curtains let down, sofas wheeled round, and 
k group of famîly faces round a blazine fire, is a 
delightful picture; but for the languid frame, and 
the sick heart, givè me this pure elastic air «« re- 
dolent of spring ;" this revivmg sunshîne and ail 
the witchery of thèse deep blue skies^ 
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Nurobers of people set oflTpost haste from Rome 
to see the Eruption of Mount Yesuvius, ' and 
arrived bere Wednesdajand Thursdaj; justtime 
enough to be too late. Among them our Roman 
Âriend Frattîno, who has afibrded me more amuse- 
ment than ali our other acquaintances to^ther, 
and desenres a niche in mj galierj of charac- 
ters. 

Frattîno is a young Englishman who, if he were 
in England, would probablj be pursuing his stu- 
dies at Ëton or Oxford, for he is scarce past the 
âge of bojhood ; but havîng been abroad since he 
was twelve years old, and earl y plunged into ac- 
tive and dissipated life, he is an accomplished 
man of fashion, and of the world, with as many 
airs and caprices as a spoiled child. He is by 
far the most beautiful créature of hisjsex, I ever 
saw ; 80 like the Antinous, that at Rome he went 
by that name. The exquisite regularity of fris 
features, the graceful air of his head, his antique 
curls, the faultiess proportions bf his élégant fi- 
gure, make him a thîng to be gazed on, as one 
looks at a statue. Then he possesses talents, wit, 
taste, and information: the most polished and 
captivating man n ers, when he wishes to attract, 
high honour and generosity, where women are not 
concerned, and ail the advantages attendîng on 
rank and wealth: but under this fascinating ex- 
terior I suspect our Frattino to be a very worth- 
less as well as a very unhappy being. While he 
pleases, he repels me. There is a want of heart 
about him, a want of fixed principles ; a dégree of 
profliçacy, of selfishness, of fickleness, caprice, 
and ili temper, and an excess of vanity, which ail 
his courtly address and savoir faire cannot hide» 
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What would be insufferable in another, is in him 
bearable, and even interesting and amusing : such 
is tbe cbarm of manner. But ail this cannot last: 
and I should not be surprised to 8ee Frattino a 
few years hence, émerge from bis foreign flippe- 
ry, throw aside bis libertine foUj, assume bis 
seat in the senate, and bis rank in firitisb Socie- 
ty; and be the very character be now affecta ta 
despise» and ridicule ; " a true-bred Ënglisbaiany 
who rides a thorougb-bred borse.'' 

Our excursion to Porapeii yesterday, was «* a 
Pic-nic narty of pleasure," à V Anglaise. Now a 
jiarty or pleasure is proverbially a bore: and our 
expédition was, in tbe beginning» so unpromising, 
so mismanased, our party so numerous, and com- 
posed of such a beteroeeneous mixture of oppo- 
site tempers, tastes, and cbaracters, tbat I was in 
pain for the resuit. The day, bowever, tumed 
oui more pleasant than I expected : exterior po- 
lish supplied the want of something better, and 
our excursion had its pleasures, though they were 
not such as I should bave sought at Pompeii. I 
felt myself a simple unit amons many, and found 
it easier to sympathise with otners» than to make 
a dozen others sympathise, with me. 

We were twelve m numbeiv distributed in thrce 
lightbarouches, and reached Pompeii in about two 
bours and a half— passing by the foot ofVesu vi- 
ns, through Portici, Torre'del Greco, and L'An- 
nonziata. The streams of lava, which overwhelm- 
ed Torre del Greco in 1794, are still black and 
barren ; but the town itself is rising from . its 
ruins ; and the very lava whiçb destroiyed it serves 
as tbe material to rebuild it 
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We entered Pmnpeii bj fhe street of the 
tonbf : netr them are the semicircular seats, ao 
admirably adapted for conversation, that I won- 
der we hâve not sofas on a similar plan, and simi- 
lar scale. I need not dwell on particulars» which 
are to be found in everj book of travels : on the 
whole, my expectations were Completel j surpass- 
ed, thougn mj curiositj was not half gratified. 

The most interestîng thing I saw— in fact tiie 
onlv thing, for ivhich paintings and descriptions 
haa not previousl j prepared me, was a building 
vrhich bas been excavated within the lastfortnighfe 
it is only partly laid open» and labourers are now 
at work upon it. Antiqnarians hâve not jet pro- 
nounced on its name and design ; but 1 shouid 
imagine it to be some public édifice, perhaps de- 
dicated to religions purposes. The paintings on 
the walls are tne finest which hâve yet been dis^ 
covered ; they are exquisitely and tastefaliy de* 
signed; and though executed merely for effèct, 
that effect is beautiful. I remarked one female 
figure in the act of enterînga half open door : she 
is represented with penciTs and a palette of co* 
lours in her hand, similar to those which artists 
now use : another very graceful female holds a 
lyre of peculiar construction. Thèse I présume 
were two of the Muses : the rest remained hîdden. > 
There were two small pannels occupied by sea- 
pieces, with galleys; and two charmine landscapes, 
so well coloured, and drawn with such knowledge 
of perspective and effect, that if we may form a 
comparative idea of the best pictures, from thèse 
spécimens of taste and skill in mère house-paint- 
ing, the ancients must hâve excelled us as much 
in painting as in sculpture. I remarked on the 
wali of an entrance or corridor, a dog startiag at 
a wreathed and crested snake, vividiy coloarcd 
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and fall of «nôt aad e^«B8loit. Wbil» l lîn- 

^red hece a utile behind the rest, a&d most re- 

mctant to départ» a ragged la£zar<me bof «âme u{i 

to me, and seizing myaresa» poînted to a corner, 

and made slgua that he bad soiaethiiig to «how 

me. I folio wed him to a ipot wlierea ^usmlity «f 

dusi and ashea waa piled against a. wall. He be- 

gan to scratcb awaj this heap of dîrt withhaadfi 

and nails, mucb after the mannar of an ape, everj 

now aod thea looking np in ray face and grinaîiig. 

The impedim^t beine cleared awaj, there ap- 

peared on the wall behind, a most beautifal aerial 

figure^ with floating drapery, representing either 

Famo or Yiotory : bat berore 1 had time to 6k« 

«mine it, the little rogae flung^the earth up agaîo» 

ao as to conceal it comj^etalyvthen poîntine sir 

luficantir at the other workmen, he sodded) 

alvragged, gesticnlated, and held aot both hit 

pawslor a récompense, which I gaye him willing- 

\j; at the same tirno laughinç and shakingnij 

heady to show I anderstood his knaverj. I re»- 

vrarded him apparently beyond his hopes, for he 

followed lae down the streot, bowing,' grinning, 

and Gutting capers l&e a young savage. 

The streets of Poinpeii are narrow, the hoasoa 
are very small, and the rooms» thoagh.often de« 
corateu with exquisite taste, are constructed with- 
outany regard to whai we should term comfort 
and convenience, they are dark^ confined, and 
seldom communicate with eaeh other, bnt bave a 
gênerai comnronication with a portico, ranninc 
rouad a central court. This court is in generiU 
beautifally paved with mosaic, harii^ a fountaia 
or bitôin in the middie, and possibly answoredthé 
purposo of a drawing-room. It is évident that 
the ancient inhabitants of thb lorely aoantry, 
Uyed like their descendants» mostty ia the opea 
18 
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air; âftd met togeflier in thcfr wUic w»lfcA, co' io 
the Forums^and Théâtres. If tliey zaw compamij 
Ihe gueats proliably assembled under thepordcos» 
or ia thé court rovnd the fountain». The hovses 
seem conttructed on the aame principle as birds 
constnict their nesta; aa placea of retreat and 
shelter, rathor than of assemblaee and récréation: 
the grand ohject waa to excluae the aunbeams, 
and tiria %vhich gîtes sach gloomy and chilling 
ideas in our norwem climes, mnst hère hâve been 
âeUckMis. 

Hurried on b j a hungrj, noîsy, merry partj^ 
vre at length reached the Caserna, (tlie aiicieiit 
batracks, or as Fors? th wil) hâve it, the Prseto- 
riam.) The central court of this building .has 
beea converted into a garden ; and hère, under a 
weeping willow, our dinner table was sprea(]' 
Where Englishmen are, thore will be good cheer 
if possible ; and our- banquet was in truth most 
luxurioas. Besides more substantial cates, we 
had oysters from Lake Lucrine, (or AcheroiiJ and 
classically excellent they were; London bottled 
porter» and half a dozen différent kinds of wine. 
Our dinner went off most gaily» but no order was 
kept afterwards : tiie purpose of our expédition 
seemed to be forgotten in gênerai mirth ; many 
witty things were said and done, and many merry 
ones, and not a few silly ones. We visited the 
beautiftti public walk and the platform of the old 
temple of Hercules : I call it oU, because it was 
a rum whisn Pompeii was entire. The Temple of 
Isisi the Théâtres, the Forum, the Basilica, the 
Amphithéâtre, which is in a perfect state of pré- 
servation, and more elliptical in form than ai^ of 
those I hâve yet seen* and the School of Élo- 
quence, where R^* mounted the Rostrum ànd 
gave us. an oration extempore; .equally. pithy. 
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classitat and cômical. Abeirt râBset we got iitto 
the carriages and returned to Napîes.* 

Of ail the heavenlv days we hâve had since 
we came to Naples, this has been the most hea^ 
venly ; and of ail the lovely scènes I hâve beheld 
hi Italy, what I saw to^day has most enohantèd 
iny sensés and imagination. The liew from the 
eminence on which the old temple stood, and 
ivhich was anciently the public promenade, was 
splendidiy beautifiiT: the whole landscspe uras «t 
one time oyerflowed with light and sunshine; 
and appeared as if seen throagh an impalpable 
but dazzlîng veil. Towardv^evening, tiie outlines 
becante tnore distinct: the lîttle ^ite towns 

Î»erched upon the bills, the gentle sea, the fairy 
sland of Rivegliano wîtii its old tower, the smok- 
ing crater of Yesuvius, the boid forma of Monnt 
Lactarins and Cape Minerra, stood ont full and 
clear under the cfoudless sky ; and as we return- 
ed, I saw the sun sînk behtnd Caprî» M^hich ap- 
peared by some optical illusion» hke a glorious 
crimson transparency suspended above the hori- 
zon: the sky, the earth, the sea, were flushed 
with the richest rose col«iir, whieh gradoally soft- 
ened and darkened into purple : the short twi- 
light faded away, and the full moon, rising over 
Vesuviiw, lighted up the scencry with a soffcar 
radiance* 

Thus ended a day which was not without its 
pleasures :— yet had I ptanned a party of plea- 
sure to Pompeii^ tnethiniu I could nate mana^ed 
better* Par exemple^ I would hâte def^red \i a 
fortnight later» or till the vines were in leaf 5 I 
wottldhave chosen for my companiéiis twe, or at 
pdost thfee persous, whom I could name, whose 
caltivated mmda and happy tempers, would haw 
heightened theûr own enjoyment and mine. After 
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$BeoAiw a few koan in takiiif a.|;eiieral mw.ef 
tbe whoie ciij, we would hâve Mt down <m tbe 
plft^rm et the old Groek Temple whicfa cmnr- 
mands a view of the noiiiitainft and the faaj $ er, 
if the beat were too powerfol» under the shade ol 
the hiU near it There we woold make our cheee- 
ful and ele§ant repast; on bread and fruité» and 
perhaps a U)ttle of Malvcisle or Champagne.: the 
restof the day should be devoted to a minote ex* 
amination of the principal objecta of intereat «Jid 
curioakj : ire would wait till the ahadows of even* 
ing bad be^n to steal oyer the scène, pnrplÎB|^ 
the mountaina and the aea $ we woald linger thexe 
to enjoj ail the aplendours of an Italian sunset; 
and then» with minds softened and elevated by 
the loyeliness and sdemnity of the scènes aroundi 
we would get into our carjriage» and driye back 
to Naples, beneath the bright mil moon ; and* bj 
the waj, we would " talk tiie flowing heart^" and 
make our recollections of the olden time, our 
deep impressions of the past, heîghten our en^of* 
ment of the présent ; and this would be Indeed a 
daj of pleamrt, of such pleaaure as I think I am 
capable of feeliiiç--<of knparting-- <of remember- 
ing with unmixed delight. Su on waa not yester« 
daj. 

ni^ mt * * ^ * 

j^m brought with him this eyenîng for eur 
amusement» an old man, a natiye of Cento^ nrfio 
gains his liyelihood by a curious exhibition of his 
peculiar taleirti. He is blind, and plays well on 
the yiolin t he can recite the whole of the Geru- 
salemme from beginning to end, without missiog 
a word^ he can repeat any given stanza or nuBi* 
ber of stanaas, either focwanls ocbaokwards : lœ 
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can repeatthe last words, oti« after anodier, af 
any stanza^i^r stanzas: if y«u give him the iirst 
Word and the lafft» be can name immediately the 
partkuiar Une, stanza» aad book : lastly, he can 
tell instantlj» the exact nomber of words con- 
tained in an jr given stanza. This exh&ition vftn 
atfir&t amusing; bat as I soon found that the 
nian'g head was a mère maehine, that he was deis- 
titttte of imaslnatien, and that far from feeling 
the beautj of the poet, he did not even under- 
stand the meaning of the Unes he thus repeated 
up and down» and backwards and forwards» it 
soon ceased to interett me, aCter the fint senaa* 
tions of surprise and eoriosity were over. 

After I had read Italian with Sigmor B** this 
evening, he amused me exceedinglj by detaiting 
to me %e plans of two tragédies ne is now writ- 
ing ôr abottt to vrile. He lias alreadj produced 
onè pièce on the story of Boadicea, which is rather 
a drama tban a reguhur tragedjr. It was acted hère 
méx great snccess. After siving his drama due 
praîse, I descrîbed to him the plan and characte» 
of Fletcher's Bonduea; and attempted to ^ve 
him in Italian some idea of the most striËng 
scènes of that admirable play: he was alternately^ 
in enchantment and despair, and I thonght ho 
woiild hâve tom and Utten his Boadiœa to pieees 
in the excess of his Tivacity. 

The suigect of one of his tramlies is to be the 
Siritian Yespers. Casimir de Vignoi who wroto 
Lea Vêpres SiciKms, which obtained some year» 
a£0 such amazine popularity at Paris, and in 
wnich the nationaTvaoity of tiie French is flaitter* 
ed at the expense of the Italians. recoived a pen* 
18* 
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tienfromLMÛXVnL B^«p«kewi«kemtaiipt 
•f Casimir de Vîgnc'g tnfjtdj^ and wiili ûndigiia- 
titm of wbat he caUed ** kia wiiful misrepmeata- 
trôii of hiatorj." He is detennined to grre the 
reverse of the ptctvre : the Freiich will be ceint- 
ievted aa **g^nie crudeli'^mmm — opprest^ 
»enza fidef^* Ôiovanm di Procida, aa a hero ami 
patriot, à Panti^ue^ and the Sicilians as riaing in 
defence of their freedom and national honoar. 
The other tragedy îb to be founded on the history 
of the ûimous Congiura dei Baroni in the reign of 
Fenfinand the Firat, as related by Giannone.— 
The simfile facta of thîa history need not.any or- 
naments, borrewed from intention or pe«try, to 
form a most interestiug taie, and farmsh ample 
mater! als fw a baautiful trasedj, in incideat, 
cbaracters, and aitoations. B^* la a Httle inaa, 
d'warfish and almost deibnned in peraen ; faut fall 
of talent, apirit, and enthastasm. I asked him 
why he did net inunediately finish thèse tragé- 
dies» which appeared finom the sketokes he had 
giiren me^ ao admirably calculated to sacceed. He 
repUedy that under the présent régime, he dared 
not Write up to his own conceptions; aad if he 
enrbed his genias, he could donothing: << besides 
(added he moumfally) I hâve no time ; I am poor 
— ^poTerissimo ! I must work hard ail to>day to 
supply tke wants of to«morrow : I am aiteadj 
surveillé by the pcdice, as a knovn Hberal and Ute- 
rato» JDavvero, (added he gaily,) I weuld soon do, 
or say, or write something to attract the honoar 
of their more particular notice, if I coald be cer- 
tain they ivould only imprison me for a couple of 
years, and ensure me during that time a blanket, 
bread and water, and the use of pen and ink : then 
I wottld Write ! I wouid write ! daBa mattina aUa 
sera s and thank my gaolers as my best fHends : 
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but ptMi at» peignards» ink is poima ia tke ey^% 
4$Siiït pfiieat^oirerniiidnt : imprisonmcat foriife, 
^er lMHii»hm«it m the letst I could expeot. New 
tfae nuerd idea of imprisoninent for life would kili 
ma ia a week i and Danishment ! M Itmgi dalla 
rma bdla Fatna, corne cantarel corne acrivere! 
fiome «vuere / nwriro ta anzi neW momenio di 
partird^^ • 

****** 

I drove to-daj» tête-à-tête with Laura, to the 
liEgo d'Agnano ; about a mile aad a half bejond 
PosUippo* " Thiâ loyely fairj lake k not more 
than two Ailles in circuit ; and embosomed in ro- 
mantic wjoody hiils: innamerable flocks of wild 
fowl were skimming over its surface, and gave 
life and motion to the beantiful but 4|uiet land- 
acape. While we were ^nanderinghere, enjojing 
the atillness and âoUtude, sodelightfullj contrast- 
ad wilh the unceasing noise, bustle, and crowd of 
the city, the charm was rudely broken by the ap- 
pearance of the king; who, attended by a numer- 
ous party of his guards and huntsmen, had been 
wild boar shooting in the neighbouring woods.-» 
The water*fowl« scared by the report of fire arms, 
speedily disappeared, and the guards shouted to 
each otner, and galloped round the smooth slop- 
ingbankfl ; cuttlng up the turf with their horses' 
hoofs, and deformingthe whole scène with uproar, 
confusion, and affrisht. Devoutly did I wish them 
ail twenty miles oft. The famous Grottodel Cane 
is on the south bank of the lake, a few yards from 
the edge of the water. We saw the torch, when 
held in the vapour, instantaneously extinguished. 
The ground ail round the entrance of the grotto 
îs hot to the tottch ; and when I plunged my hand 
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int& th€ Meterioug ea», whieh iiMtê ainmt a foot, 
or a foot and a half above the aarface of tlw 
^rmmdf it wiia so warm I was glad to wlik^tair 
it The disagraeable oM woman -who showed va 
this place, brou^ht with her a wnetched dog wttit 
a rope round his neck, bleared ejes^ thin ribt, 
and altogjether of a most pitifal aspeet. She was 
most anxioiia to axhîbit the common but cruel ex* 
périment of guspended animation, by holding hift 
nead under the nephitic Tapour, insîsttng that he 
was accnstomed toit, and even liked it: of corne, 
we would not salTer it The poor animal made no 
résistance; onlj drooped his head, aad put his 
tail between his legs, when his tjrant attempted 
to seixe him. 

Thongh DOW so soft, so lovely, and so traoqmi, 
the Lago d'Arnano owes its existence to some 
terrible convulsion of the éléments* The basin 
is the entier of a sunken volcano, which, barsting 
forth hère, swallowed up a whole chy. And the 
whole région rovnd, bears etîdent marks of kt 
volcanic origin. 

'Uiis momîng we visited serend chiirches, not 
one of them worthj of a resoark. The architectare 
is invariable in the vilest taste ; and the interior 
décorations, if possible, still worse s white-warti- 
inç, @lding, and gandy colours, every where pre- 
vail. We saw however, some good pictures. At the 
San Gennaro are the famous frescos of Domeni- 
chino and Lanfranco: the church itself is hîdeous. 
At the Girolomini there is no want of magnifia 
cence and omament; butabarbarousmisappiica- 
tion of both as usual. The church of the convent 
of ganta Chiara was painted in frescoby Gliiotto: 
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it U now white-vashed ail oiper. At ikis^chnrch» 
which I first Tigited during the merrj daysof the 
autÛTal, I saw a large figure of onr Saviour sua- 
pcnded on the cross» dressed in a crîmson domino) 
and blue sash. To what a pitch» thought I* must 
the love of white-waèMng and masqnerading be 
carried in this strange citr, vrhere theDeityhim- 
self i» burlesqued, and bad taste is carried to pro- 
fiination! To-daj I saw the same crucifix in a 
snitof mouming: vhj should not our South Sea 
BdUsstonaries corne and preach hère? 

. The church of San Severo is fallingto mins» 
owing to some defect in the architectare. It is 
onlj.remarkaUe for contûning three celebrated 
statues. The man enveloped in a net, and the 
Padkîtà, drafped from head to foot, plen^cd me 
onlj as spécimens of the patience and; ingenuiir 
of the scukptor. The Dead Christ covered with 
a veily by Ôorradini» has merit of a hî^er class : 
it is most painful to Wok up«a i and aftected me 
00 atrenglj» that I was obliged toleate the church* 
and go into the air. 

I went to-day with two agreeable and intelli* 
gent friendsyto take leave of theStadioand theMu- 
seum. I hâve often resolved not to raake my little 
journal a mère catalogue of objecta, which are to 
be found in any pocËet guide, and bought for a 
few penee $ but! cannot resist the temptation of 
making a few notes of admiration, and eommemo* 
ration for my own peculiar use. « 

The gallery of painting contains few pîctnres; 
but amoBg tkem are somemaster-pieces. The St. 
John of Leonarda da Vinci, exquisite as it is, con* 
sidered as a mère painting, provoked me. I am 
sick of his eteraal simpering faee : the aspect is 
that of a Ganymede, or a jfoung Bacchus ; and if 
instea4of Ecce^gnus deh tbay.had written over 
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ît, £cce rinum banum, ail wovld bave been in 
character. 

How I coYeted the beautîful "Carità," the Ca- 
po d'opcra of Schidone !— and ncxt to it, Parme- 
giano's Goavernante^-Hi delicioas pîcture. A 
portrait of Golttmbus, said to be bj the same mas- 
ter« is not like him I am sure ; for the physiono- 
mj is vacant and dîaagreeaUe* Domenichîno's 
large pîcture of the Angel sbieMing Innocence 
from a Démon pleases me, as ail his pictares do- 
but not perfectiy : the Devil in the Corner, with 
hÎ8 fork and hoofs and homs, ehocks my taste as 
a ludicrous and vulgar idea» far removed from 
poetry; but the figure of the anj^el stretchii^ a 
shield over the infant, is chamfing. ^rhere are 
also two fine Claudes, two Holy Families, bj 
Raffaelle, in his sweetest style ; and one by Cor- 
re^io, scarcely less beautiful. 

The gallery of acnlptare is so rich in chef 
d'ceuTres» that to particnlarize would be a raÎB 
attempt. Passina; over those which every ose 
knows by heart, uie statue of Aristides stnick me 
most It was fonnd in Herculaneum ; and is 
marked witii ferugînous stains, as if by the action 
of fire or the bnming lava ; but it is otberwise 
nninjured, and the grave yet graceful aimplîcity 
of the figure and attitude» and the exti*eme élé- 
gance of the drapery, are tmly Grecian. It is the 
union of power with repose-^^î perfect grme with 
perfect aimpUetty» whichdistinguishes theançient 
from the modem style of sculpture. The sitting 
Agrippina, for example, furnished Canova with 
the model for his statue of Madame Letitia— the 
two statues are, in point of fact, nearly the same, 
except that Canova has tumed Madame Letitia's 
head a little on one side: and bv this mn^le and 
trifling altération has destroyea tiiat qui^ and 
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beaatifàl simplicitj which diitingutshes the .ori- 
ginal, and giTen his statue at once a modem air. 
The Flora Farnese is badly placed, in a space 
too confined for its sîze, and too near the eje; so 
that the exquisite harmonj and delicacj of the 
figure are partly lost in its colossal proportions:, 
it should be placed at the end of a long gallery or 
vista. 

Therc is hère a statue of Nero when he was 
ten years old ; from which it would seem that he 
was ^otbj nature the monster he aftei*wards be- 
came. liie features are beautiful ; and the ex- 
pression ail candour and sweetness. 

One statue stmck me exceedingly-— not by the 
choice of the subject, nor the beauty of the work- 
manship, but from its wonderful force of expres- 
sion. It is a dying Giadiator ; but very différent 
from the Glaaiator ef the Capitol. The latter 
déclines gradually» and sickens into death ; but 
memory and feeling are not yet extinct: and 
what thoughts may pass tlirough that hrain, while 
life is thus languishmg awa^ ! what émotions may 
yet dwell upon the last beatings of that heart ! it 
is the sentiment which gives such profound pathos 
to that matchless statue : but the giadiator of the 
Studii has only physical expression : it is sudden 
death in ail its horrors : the figure is still erect* 
thoush the mortal blow has been given : the sword 
has dropt from the powerless hand ; the limbs are 
stiffening in death; the eyes are glazed ; the fea- 
tures fixedin an expression of mortal agony ; and 
inanother moment you expect the figure to fall at 
jrour feet. 

The Venus, the Hercules, the Atlas, the Anti- 
nous (not equal to that in the Capitol,) the Ganv- 
mede, the Apollo, the ec^uestrian statues of tne 
two Bailli, &c. are ail familiar to my imagination* 
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firom the nnmerous copies and models I bave 
aeen; but the most intereatiog department of the 
Muséum, is the collection of antiques from 
Herculaneum and Fompeii» which bave lately 
been removed bither from Porticî. One room 
contains spécimens of cooking utensils. portable 
kitchens, tripods, instruments of sacrifice, small 
bronze Lares, and Pénates, ums, lamps, and can- 
delabras of the most élégant forms, and the most 
exquîsite workmanship. Another room contains 
spécimens of ancient armour, children's toys, &c 
I remarked hère a helmet which I imagîned form- 
ed part of a trophy ; or at least was intended for 
omament rather than use. It îs exceedingly hea- 
yy ; and on it is represented in the most exquisite 
relievo the War of Troy. Benvenuto Cellino 
himself never produced any thing equal to the 
chased work on this helmet. 

Ip third room is the paraphernalia of a lady's 
toilette ; mirrors of différent sizes, fragments of 
combs, a small crystal box of rouge, &c. Then 
follow flûtes and pipes, ail carved out of foone, 
sursical instruments, moulds for pastry, sculptors' 
toois, locks and keys, bells, &c. 

The room contaming the antique glass, asto- 
nished me more than any thing else. fknew that 
glass was an ancient invention, but I thought that 
its application to domestic purposes was of mo- 
dem date. Hère I found window panes, taken 
from the Villa of Diomed at Pompeii, bottles of 
every size and form, white and coloured, pitchera 
and vases, necklaces, imitations of gems, &c. 

There is a little jeu d'esprit of Voltaire's, " lia 
Toilette de Madame de Pompadour,'^ in which he 
wittily exalts the modems above the ancients, 
and ridicules their ignorance of the Inxuries and 
comforts of life : but Voltaire had not «een the 
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muséum of Portici. We can add few distinct 
articles to the list ofcomforts and luxurîes it coo- 
tains : though it must be confessed that we bave 
improved upon them, and varied them ad infini- 
ium. In those departments of the mechanics 
which are in any waj connected with the fine 
arts» the ancients appear to bave attained perfec- 
tion. To them belongs the invention of ail that 
embellishes life, of ail the graceful forms of imi- 
tative art, varied with such exquisite taste, such 
iMHindleâs fertilitj of fancj, that nothing is left to 
us but to refine upon their ideas, and copj theîr 
créations. With ail our new invented machines, 
and engines, we can do littie more than what the 
ancients performed without them. 

I ought not to forget one room containing some 
objects, more curious and amusing than beautifui, 
pnncipally from Pompeii ; such as loaves of bread, 
reduced to a black cinder, figs in the same state, 
grain of différent kinds, colours from a painter's 
room, ear-rings and bracelets, gems, spécimens of 
mosaicj &c. &c. 

March 7.— Frattîno brought me to-day the last 
Bumbers of the Edinburgh and Quarterly Re- 
views; a great treat so far from home. Both 
contain some clever essays : among them, an ar* 
ticle on prisons, in the Edinburgh, interested me 
mOst 

Methinks thèse two Reviews stalk through the 
Kterary world, like the two giants in Pulci^s Mor- 
gante Maggiore: the one pounding, slaying, man- 
gling, despoiling with blind fury, like the heavy» 
orthodox, clttb-armed Morgan te : the other, like 
the sneerisg, witty, half-pagan, faalf-baptized Mar- 
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gutte, slashing and cutting, and pierciog throogli 
ttiick and thin ; à tort et à travers. Trulj m 
almile is more apropos thaa I thought when it 
first occurred to me. 

I went the other day to a circulatine librarj 
and readÎDg room kept hère by a little, cross, 
Frenchwoman, and asked to aee a catalogue. 
She showed me first» a Hst of ail the books, Italian, 
French, and Ënglish, she vas allowed to keep 
and sell : it was a thin pamphlet of about one hon- 
dred pages. She then showed me the catalogue 
of prohiblted bocks, which was at least as thick as 
a good sized octavo. The book to which I wish- 
ed to refer, was the second volume of Robertson's 
Charles the Fifth. After soroe hésitation. Madame 
P^'^ led me into a back room; and opening a 
sliding panel, discovered a shelf let into the wdl, 
on which were arranged a number of authors, 
chieflj Ënglish and French. l was not surprised 
to iind Rousseau and Voltaire among them ; but 
am still at a loss to ^uess what Bobertson bas 
done or written to entitle him to a place in such 
sélect Company. 

8th. — Forsyth mîght well say that Naples has 
no parallel on earth. Yiewed from the sea it ap- 
pears like an amphithéâtre of palaces, temples and 
castles, raised one above another, by the wand of 
a necromancer: yiewed within, Naples gives me 
the idea of a vast Bartholomew fair. No street 
in London is ever so crowded as I hâve seen the 
streets of Naples. It is a crowd which has no 
pause or cessation : early in the morning, late at 
night, it is ever the same. The whole population 
seems poured into the streets and squares; ail 
business and amusement is carried on in the open 
air: ail those minute détails of domestic life, which, 
in England, are confined within tlie sacred pre- 
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cîncts of homef are hère displayed to public view. 
Hère people buy and sell, and work, wash, wring, 
brcw, bake, fry, dress, eat, drink, and sleep, &c. 
&c. ail in the open streets. We see every hour, 
ftuch comical, indescribable, appalling si^hts ; such 
strange figures, such wild physiognomies, pictu- 
resque dresses, attitudes and groups — and eyes— 
no ! I ne ver saw such eyes before, as I saw to- 
daYi half languox and half fire, in the head of a 
ruffian Lazzarone, and a ragged Calabrian beggar 
grl. They would hâve embrasé half London or 
Faris. 

I know not whether it be incipienffîllness, or 
the cnervating effects of this soft climate, but I 
feel unusually weak, and the least exertion or ex- 
citement is not only disagreeable but paînfuK 
While the rest were at Capo di Monte, i stood 
upon my balcony looking out upon the lovely 
scène before me, with a kind of pensive dreamy 
rapture, which if not quite pleasure, had at least 
a power to banish pain : and thus hours passed 
away insensibly — 

'* As if the movlng time had been 
A thing as steadfast as the scène, 
Qn which wé gazed ourselves away."* 

AU my activity of mind, ail my facultîes of 
thought and feelin^, and sufiering, seemed lost 
and swallowed up m an indolent delicious rê- 
verie, a sort of vague and languid enjoyment, the 
true " dolce far niente^^ of this enchanting cli- 
mate. I stood so longleaningon my elbow with- 
out moving, that my arm has been stiff ail day in 
conséquence. 

" How I wish,'' said I this evening, when they 
drew aside the curtain that I might view the sun- 

• Wordsworth. 
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tet from tnj sofa, and skj, èarth and océan, seem- 
ed to commingle in floeda of glorious lîght — '* how 
I wish I could transport those skies to England 1^' 
Crueliei exclaimed an Italian behind me, otez nom 
notre beau ciel» tout est perdu pour noua! 

THE LAST EVENINO AT NAPLES. 

Yes, Laura! draw the shade aside. 
And let me gaze — while yet I maj, 

Uporrthat gentlj heaving tide, 
Upon that glorious sun-lit baj. 

Land of romance ! enchanting shore ! 

Fair scènes, near which I linger jeti 
Never shall I behold ye more, 

Never this last — last look forget ! 

What tho' the clouds that o'er me lour. 
Hâve tinged je with a mournful hue, 

Deep in mj heart I feit your power, 
And bless ye, while 1 sigh — Adieu î 

Velletrî, March 13. 

It is now a week since I opened my Uttle book. 
Ever since the 9th I hâve been seriously ill : and 
yesterday morning I left Naples still îow and in- 
disposed; but glad of a change which should sub> 
stitute any external excitement, however painfui, 
to that unutterable dying away of the heart and 

Saralysis of the mînd which I sufFered for some 
ays past. When we turned into thé Strada 
Chiaja, and I cave a last glance at the magnifi- 
cent bay and tne shores ail résplendent with gol- 
den light; I could almost hâve exclaimed )ike 
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Bve, ** must I then leave thee, Paradiee !" and 
dropt a few natural tears — tears oF weakness, 
rather than of grief : for what do I leave behind me 
worthj one émotion of regret ? Even at Naples» 
even in this all-lovelj land, « fit haunt for gods," 
bas it not beenwith me as ît hag been elsewhere? 
as long as the excitèment of change and novelty 
Jasts, my heart can turn from îtself *' toluxuriate 
with indiffèrent thîngs :" but it cannot last long; 
and when it is over, I sufier, I am ill : the past 
returns with tenfold gloom; interposing like a 
dark sbade between me and everj object : an evil 
power seems to réside in everj thing I see, to tor- 
ment me with painful associations, to perplex my 
faculties, to irritate and mock me with the per- 
ception of what is lost to me: the veij sunshine 
sickens me, and I am forced to confess mjself 
weak and misérable as ever. O time! how slowlj 
you move ! how little jou can do for me ! and 
how bitter is that sorrow which has no relief to 
hope but from time alone l 

Last nîght we reached Mola dl Gaeta, which, 
looked even more beâutifal than before, in the 
ejes of ail but one, whose sensés were blinded 
and duUed bj déjection, lassitude, and sickness* 
When I felt myself passiyelj led along the shore, 
placed where the eje might range at freedom oyer 
the living and rejoicins; landscape, when I heard 
myself repeatine mechanicàUy the exclamations 
of others, and felt no ray of beauty, no sensé of 
pleasure penetrate to my heart, shall I own even 
to myself the mixture ot anguish and terror, with 
iirtiich I shrnnk back, conscious of the waste 
within we ? The conyîction that now it was M 
over, that the last and only pleasures hitherto left 
to me had perished, that my mind was.contracted 
by the selfisbness of despondency, and my quick 
19* 
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apirit of enjojméDt utterlj subdued into apatiiy^ 

fave me for a moment a pang aharper than if a 
een knife had eut me to tne ouick ; and^then I re- 
lapaed into a kind of torpid langnor of mind and 
frarae, which I thought waa résignation, and as 
aueh indulged it 

From my bed thtsmorning I atepped ont upon mj 
balconj just as the sun was rising. 1 wished to con- 
vînce mjself whether the beanty on which I had 
lately looked wîth such admiration and déliât, had 
indeed lost ail power to touch mj heart. The im- 
pression made upon mj mind at that inatant I 
can onlj compare to the roliing awaj of a palpa- 
ble and sufibcatiog cloud: ever^ thingon which I 
looked had the freshness and brightneaa of dotoI- 
tj: a glorj beyond its own was again diffused 
over the enchanting scène from the stores of my 
own imagination: the sea breeze which blew 
against my temples, new strung erery nerve ; and 
I left MoU with a heart so lîghtened and so 
erateful, that not for honrs afterwards, not tiU 
fatiftue and hurry had again wearied down my 
spints, did that impression of happy thankfalness 
pass away. 

I am sensible I owed this andden renoyadon 
of heidthj Bolely to t^e contemplation^ of nature^ 
and a true feeling for ail the ^^Ma^or Pompa" 
she has poured forth over tiiis glorions région. 
The shorea of Terracîna, t(îe azuré sea, dancing 
im the breeze, the waves roUins; to our feet, the 
sublime cliffs, the fleet of foriy saii stretching 
away till lost in the blaze of the horizon, the 
Circean promontory, ev^i the pictaresque fisher- 
man, whom we saw throwing his nets from an 
insulated rock at some distance from the shore, 
and whom a verj trifling exertion of fancy might 
hâve converted mto some sea divinity, a Glaucns, 
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or a ProtçttSy formed alto^ther a fnctiire of the 
most wonderful and luxunant beautj. In Eng- 
land there is a peculiar charm in the soft aerial 
perspective, which even in the broadest slare 
of noonday, blends and masses the forms of the 
distant landscape; and in that mingling of col- 
ours into a cool neutral grej tint so grateful to 
the eye» Hence it happened that in some of the 
Italian pictures I hâve seen in England, I hare 
often been struck by what appeared to me a vio- 
lence in the colouring, and asnarp décision in the 
outline, o'erstepping the modesty of nature— 
that ïs^ofEngîish nature: but there is in this cli- 
mate aprismaiic splendour of tint, aglorious ali- 
embracmg ligbt, a vivid distinctness of outline» 
something in the reality more gorgeous, glowing 
and luxuriant, than poetry could dare to eipress 
orpaintingimitate. 

' ** Ah that such beauty, vaiying in the light 
Of livinç nature, cannot be pourtrayed 
By woros, nor by the pencil's silent sldll ; 
But la the property of those alone 
Who hâve beheld it, noted it whh care. 
And in their minds recorded it with love." 

WOBDSWOB'm. 

And now we hâve left the enchanting soufh ; 
myrtie hedges, palm trees, orange groves, brieht 
Mediterranean, ail adieu ! How, under other 
circumstances, should I regret vou, with what 
reluctance I leave you, thus half explored, half 
enjoyed ! but now other thoughtsengross ne, th« 
hard struggle to overcome myself» or at least to 
appear the thing I am not— 
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Man ha9 doue what be can to deform this love- 
ly région. The most horrible places we hâve jet 
met with, are Itri and Fondi, which look like re- 
cesses of depravitj and dirt; and the houses 
more like the dens and kennels of wild beasts, 
than the habitations of civîlized humau beings. 
In fact the populace of thèse towns consists 
chiefiy of the familles of the Brîganti. The wo- 
men we saw hère were bold coarse Amazons: 
and the few men who appeared, had a slonching 
gait, and looked at us from under their eyebrows 
with an expression at once cunning and fierce. 
We met many begging friars— horrible spécimens 
of their species : altogether I never beheld such 
a desperate set of canaille as appear to hâve con- 
gregated in thèse two wretchea towns. 

At Mola, I remarked several beautiful women. 
Their head-dress is singularly graceful : the hair 
being plaited round the back of the head, and 
there tastened with two silver pins, much in the 
manner of some of the ancient statues. The 
costume of the peasantry, there» and ail the way 
to Rome, is very striking and picturesque. I re- 
member one woman whom I saw standing at her 
door, spinning with her distaflf: her long black 
hair floatine down from its confinement, was 
spread over ner shoulders ; not hangîng in a dish- 
eveled and slovenly style, but in tne most rich 
and luxuriant tresses. Her attitude as she stood 
suspending her work to gaze at me, as I gazed at 
her with open admiration, was graceful and dig- 
nified ; and her form and features would hâve 
been a model for a Juno or a Minerva.* 



* Beyond Fondi, I remarked ainong the wild niyrtle- 
covered hills, a wreath of white smoke rise as if from un- 
der ground ; and 1 asked the postiUion what it meant / Ile 
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LINES. 



Quench'd is our Ught of youth ! 

And fled our dajs of pleasure, 
When ail was hope, and tnith, 

And trustin^^withoutmeasure. 
BUndlj we beueved 

Words of fondness spoken^ 
Cruel hearts deceived, 

So our peace was broken ! 
^hat can charm us more? 

Life hath lost its sweetness ! 
Weary lags the hour— 

<< Time hath lost its fleetness !" 
As the buds in May, 

Were the jojrs we cherish'd, 
Sweet— but frail as they, 

Thus they pass'd and perish'd ! 
And the few bright hours, 

Wintry âge can number, 
Sickly, senseless flowers 

Lingering through December ! 



replted with an expresnve gesture, Sîg^ora,-^i Bri{fanti ! 
i thought thîs was a mère trick to alarm us : but it was 
truth : within twenty hours after we bad passed the spot, 
a carriage was attacked ; and a desperate struggle took 
place betweeh the banditti and the sentinels, who are 
placed at régulas distances ulong the road, and within 
hearkig of each other. Several men were kiUed, but the 
robbers at length were obliged to fly. 
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Bome^ Uarchli. 

We arrîved hère yesterday moming about one, 
after a short bat delightfal joumejfrom Velletri. 
We hâve dow a snite of apartments in the Hôtel 
d'Europe; and our accommodations are in ait 
respects excellent, almoet equal to Schneider'sat 
Florence. 

On entering Rome through the gâte of the La- 
teran, I was struck bj the emptinessand stillness 
of the streets» contrasted with Naples ; and still 
more by the architectural grandeur and beautjr 
which ever j vhere meet the eye. This is as it 
shouldbe: the merry, noisy, half naked merry 
andrew set of ragamuffins, which crowd the 
streets and shores of Naples, ivould strangely 
misbecome the desolate majesty of the "Eternal 
City." Though we now réside in the most fash- 
ionable and frequented part of Rome, the sound 
of carts and carriages is seldom heard. After 
nine in the evening, a profound stillness reigns; 
and I distinguish nothing from my window but 
the splashing of the Fountain délia Barchetta. 

The weather is lovely ; we were oblîged to close 
our Yenetian blinds against the beat at eîght this 
morning, and afterwards we drove to the gàrdens 
of the Villa Borshese, where we wandered about 
in search of coolness and shade. 

£6.-^1 must now descend to the common oc- 
currences of our every-day life. 

For the last weëk we hâve generally spent the 
whole or part of every morning, in some of the 
galleries of art j and the afternoon in thegardéns 
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of the neighbourinç Tillas. Those of the Villa 
Medici, hâve their yicinitj to our inn, and their 
fine air to recommend them. From the Villa Lan- 
ti, and the Monte Mario, we hâve a sclendid yiew 
of the whole citj and Campagna of Rome* The 
Pope's gardena on the Monte Cavallo» are plea* 
sant, accessible, and very private: the gardons of 
the Villa Pamfili, are enchanting ; but onr nsual 
haunt is the garden of the Villa Borghese* In 
this delightfal spot we find shade and priyacy, or 
sunshine and societj, as we maj feei inclined. 
To-day it was intensely hot ; and we found the 
cool sequestered walks and alleys of cypress and 
ilex, perfectly delicious. I spread my shawl 
upon a green bank, carpeted with violets, and 
lounged in most luxunous indolence. I had a 
book with nie, but felt no inclination to read. 
The soft air, the trickling and murmuring of in- 
numerable fountains, the ums, the temples, the 
statues— "the localities of the scène— ^U dispose 
the mind to a kind of vague bat delightful rêve- 
rie» to which we *<find no end, in wandering 
mazes lost." 

In thèse gardens we frequently meet the Prin- 
cess Pauline; sometimes alone. Dut oftener sur- 
rounded by a cortège of beaux. She is no lonijer 
the •• Venere Vincitrice'^ of Canova ; but her face 
though faded, is pretty and intelligent; and she 
still préserves the ''andar céleste,'' and ail the 
distînguished élégance of her petite and graceful 
figure. Of the stones told of her, I suppose one 
half moj^ be true— and that half is quite enough. 
She is rather more famous for her sallantries, than 
for her bon-gout in the choiceof her favourites ; 
but it is justice to Pauline to add that her native 
goodness and kindness of heart seems to hâve 
Burvived ail her frailtîes; and every one who 
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ipeakf of her hère» evenfhote who rnnst coitdem& 
her» mention her in a tone of kindnesa, ané even 
of respect She is still in deep meurning for 4he 
Emperor. 

The Villa Pamfili is about two miles from 
Rome» on the other side of the Monte Gianicolo. 
The gardens are laid out in the artificial stjle of 
Italiangardening» a style which in Ënsland would 
horrif j me as in the vuest, and most oTd fashîoned 
taste— «tiff, cold,unnatural»and altogether détes- 
table. Through what iuconsistency or nenrersity 
of taste, is it then that I am enchanted wiih the 
fantastic élégance, and the picturesque gaiety of 
the Pamfili gardens ; where sportive art revels» 
and runs wild amid the luxuriance of nature*? Or 
is it as I would rather believe, because thèse long 
arcades of verdure, thèse close walla of laurel, 
pervious to the air, but impenrious to the son- 
shine. thèse broad umbrageous avenues and mar- 
ble terraces, thèse paved grottos and ever trick- 
ling fountains, thèse g^ds and nymphs» and urna 
and sarco{>haei9 meeting us at everj turn with 
some classical or poetical association, harmonise 
ivith the climate and the country, and the minds 
of the people; and are as confortable and consis- 
tent as a well carpeted drawing-room and a warm 
chimney corner would be in England. 

<< But it is ail so artificial and unnatnral" — 
Agreed : — so are our yellow unsheltered gravel 
wâks meandering through smooth shaven lawns, 
which hâve no other beautj than that of being 
dry when every other place is wet ; our shapeless 
flower beds so elaborately irresular, cmr clumps 
and dots of trees, and dwarfish shrubberîea. I 
hâve seen some over-dressed «rounds and car- 
dens in Easland, the perpétrations of Capabuity 
Brown andhis imitators, tne landscape garaenerB* 
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quîte a», bad as any thing I see liere, onlj in a 
aifierent style, and cerUiolj more adapted to 
Ëngland and Ënçlish taste, I must confeas, that 
in tiiese enchanting gardens of the Villa Pamfili, 
a little lésa '< ingenuitj and artifice" would be 
better. I hâte tncre tncks and gîmcrackerj, of 
which there are a few instances, such as tbeir hy- 
draulic music, jets d'eau, water-works, that plaj 
occasionallj to the astonishment of children and 
the profit of the gardeners — ^but ho w différent af- 
ter ail are thèse Italian gardens to the misérable 
grandeur, and senseless, tastelesa parade of Ver- 
sailles. 

In thèse gardens an inifcresting dîscovery bas 
just been made; an extensive burial place, or 
columbarium, in singular préservation. The 
skeletons and ashes nave not been remoyed.— ^ 
Some of the tombs are painted in fresco, others 
floored with verj prettj mosaic. The disposition 
of the urns is curious : thej are embedded in the 
masonrj of the wall with moveable lîds. On a 
tile I found the name of Sextus Fompeiua, in let* 
ters beautifull j formed, and deeply and distincttj 
eut, and an inscription which I was not Latinist 
enough to translate accuratelj, but from which it 
appears that thèse columbria belonged to abranch 
of the Pompey familj. 

£7.— To-daj after Ënglish Chapel I took a walk 
to the San Gregorio, on the other side of the Pala- 
tine, which since I first came to Rome bas been to 
me a favourite and chosen spot I sat down on 
the steps of the church to rest, and enjoj at lei* 
sure the fine yiew of the hill and ruins 0|^>o8ite. 
Arches on arches, a wilderness of désolation 1 and 
mingled with the massive fragmenta of the halls 
and towers of the Cœsars, were joang shrubs 
just putting on their brightest green, aad the al- 
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noQd trees covered with their gay blosBom», ànd 
the cloudless resplendent skies fa«ndiDg over ail. 
I tried to sketch the scène be&re me, bat could 
not form a stroke. I cannot now take a short walk 
withotttfeelÎDg its ill effects; aDdmy band shook 
80 mnch from nervous weakoess» that after a few 
▼aîn efforts to steady it, I sorrowfullj gaye up 
the attetnpt On returning home bj the Coli- 
seum, and through the Forum and Capitol^ I met 
manj thines I should wish to remember. After 
ail, what place is like Rome, where it is impossible 
to moye a step without meeting with some inci- 
dent or object to excite reilection. to enchant the 
eye, or interest the imagination P Rome may yield 
to Naples or Florence in mère external beauty, 
but eyery other spot on earth, Athens perhaps 
alone excepted, must yield to Rome in interest 



■mt ^ Hi mt i^t :l^ 



28.-— This morning we walked down to the 
Studio of M. Wagenal, to see the iËginaMarbles; 
which as olnects of curiosity interested me ex- 
tremely. Thèse statues are on a smaller scale 
than I expected, being not much more than half 
the size of life, but of bétier workmanshlp, and in 
a style of sculpture altogether différent trom any 
thlng I ever saw before, They formed the orna- 
ments of the pediment ofthe Temple of Jupiter 
in the ialand of JËgina, and represented a group 
of fighting and dying warriors, with an armed 
Pallas in the centre; but the subject is not 
known, 

The exécution of thèse statues must eyidently 
be refenred to the earliest âges of Orecian art ; to 
a period when sculpture was confined to the exact 
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imitation of natural forms. Sèmerai of tbe figures 
were extremely spirited, ami verj correct both la 
de&ign and exécution ; but there is no attempt at 
grâce, ancj a total deficiency of idéal beauty : in 
the Fallas especially, the draperj and forms aj?e 
but one remove from tliecold formai Etruscan style, 
whîch in its turn îs but one remove from the yet 
more tasteless Egjptîan. I think it was atthe Villa 
Albani, I saw the singular Etruscan basso-relievo 
which I was able to compare mentally with what 
I saw to-day; and the resemblance in manner 
struck me immediately. Thorwaldson is now 
restoring thèse marbles in the most admirable 
style for the King of Bavaria, to whom they were 
5o1d by Messrs. Cockerel and Linkh (the ori- 
ginal discoverers) for 8000/. 

Gibson, the celebrated English sculpter, joined 
us while looking at the ^gina marbles, and ac- 
companied us to the Studio of Pozzi, the Floren- 
tine Statuary. Hère I saw several instances of 
that aifected and meretricious taste which prevails 
too rauch among the foreign scylptors. I remem- 
ber one example almost ludicrous, afeiiiale Satyr 
with her hair turned up behind and dressed in 
the last Parisian fashion ; as if she had just come 
from under the hands of Monsieur Hyppolite. By 
the same hand which committed this otld solecism, 
I saw a statue of M oses, now modelling in clay, 
which if finished in marble in a style worthy t)f 
its conception ; and if not spoiled by some aifect- 
ed niceties in the exécution, will be a magnificent 
and sublime work of art. 

Gibson afterwards showed us round his own 
studio : his exquisite group of Psyché borne away 
by the Zéphyrs enchanted me. The necessity 
which exists for supporttng ail the figures has 
rendered it impossible to give them the same 
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aerial lightness I hâve seen in paîntîngs ofthe 
same sui^ect, yet thej are ail but aerîal. Psyché 
was criticised bj two or three of our partj ; but 
I thought her faultless: sheis a lovelj timid glrl; 
and as she leans on her airy supporters, sheseems 
to contemplate her flight down the précipice, half 
shrinking, though secure. Mr. W** told me that 
in the original design, the left foot of one of the 
Zéphyrs rested upon the ground ; and that Cano- 
va coming in by chance while Gibson was work- 
ing on the model, lifted it up, and this simple 
and mafiteriy altération has imparted the most 
exqaisite lightness to the attitude. 

Gibson was Canova's favourite pupil: he Kas 
quite the air of a genius ; plain features, but a 
countenance ail beaming with fire, spirit and in- 
telligence. His Psyché remains still in the mo- 
del, as he has not yet found a patron munificent 
enough to order it in roarble ; at which I greatly 
wonder. Could 1 but aftbrd to bestow seven 
hundred pounds on my own gratification, I wouid 
hâve given him the .order on the spot.* • 

30, — Yesterday we dined alfresco in the Pam- 
fili gardens: and though our party was rather too 
large, it was well assorted 5 and the day went off 
admirably. The cjueen of our feast was in high 
good humour, and irrésistible in charms; Frattino 
very fascinating, T** was caustic and witty, 
W** lively and clever, Sir J** mild, intelligent, 
and élégant. Y** as usual, quiet, sensible, and 
self-complacent, L''^* as absurd and assiduous as 
ever. Every body played their part well, each 
by a tacit convention, sacrificing to the amour 

* It is understood that this beautiful group has since 
been executed in marble for Sir George Beaumont. 

£ditor. 
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propre of the rest. Every individtial really occu- 
pied with their own particular rôle, but ail appa- 
rently happy and mutually pleased. Vanity and 
selfisnness, indifférence and ennui, were veiled 
under a gênerai niask of good humour and good 
breeding, and the flowerj bonds of politenesa and 
gallantrj, held together those who knew no com- 
roon tie of thoue;ht or interest ^ and when parted 
(as thejrsoon wiTl be, north, sonth, east and west,) 
will probablj never meet again in this world ; 
and whether they do or not, who thinks or cares? 

Our luzurious dinner, washed down bj a com- 
pétent proportion of Malvoisie and Champagne, 
was spreaa npon the grass, .which was literally 
iheflawery turf, being covered with violets, iris, 
and anemotfes of every dye. Instead of changing 
our plates, we washedf them in a beautiful foun- 
tain which murmured near us, having first bj a 
libation, propitiated the presiding nymph for the 
pollution of her Hmpid waters. For my own par- 
ticular taste, tbere were too many servants, (who 
on thèse occasions are always de trop) too many 
luxuries, too much fuss ; but considering the style 
and number of our party, it was ail consistently 
and admirably managed : the grouping of the 
Company, picturesque, because unnremeditated, 
the scenery round, the arcades, and bowers, and 
columns, and fountains, had an air altogether 
quite poetical and romantic; and put me in mind 
of some of Watteau's beautiful garden pièces» 
and Stothard's fètes-champètres. 

To me the day was not a day of pleasure; for 
the smiall stock of strength and spirhs with which 
I set out was soon exhausted, and the rest of the 
day was wasted in efforts to appear cheerfîil, and 
support m^self to the end, lest I should spoil the 
gênerai mirth : on ail I looked with complacency, 
20* 
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tinged with mj habituai melancholy. What I 
mott admired, was the delioÎMS view» kwa an 
eminence in the wildest part of the gardens« over 
the city and CampaCTa to the blue Appenines» 
where Fraacati and Albaao peeped Inrth like 
neats of white buildings, fflitterinfi| upon a rich 
back eround, tinted with blue and purole; the 
hill where Cato's Tilla stood, and atill cailed the 
Portian Hill, and on the highest point the ruined 
temple of Jupiter Latialis, visible at the distance 
of seventeen miles, and shining in the setting snn 
like burnished gold. What 1 most felt and en- 
joyed, was the luxurious température of the at- 
mosphère, the purity and brilltance of the skies, 
the delicious security with which l threw myself 
down on the turf, without fear of damp and coid, 
and the thankful consciousness, that neither the 
liehtor worldly beings round me, nor the sadness 
Which weighed down my own heart, had quite 
deadened my once quick sensé of pleasure, but 
left me still some perception of the splendour and 
clasaical interest of the clorions scènes around 
me, combined as it was with ^1 the enchantment 
of natural beauty— — 

« — The music And the bloom 
And ail the mi^^hty ravishment of spriog.'* 
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TOLSE AI MARTIEI OONI OONFIN, OHI AL CORE 
TOGLIER POTEO LA LIBERTA DEL PIANTO ! 

O je blue luxurious skies ! 
Sparkling fountams, 
Snow-capp'd mountains, 

Ciassic shades that round me rise ! 



Towers and Temples, hills and grèves, 

Scènes of glory 

Fam'd in storj, 
Where the eje enchanted roves ! 

O thou rioh «nbroider'd earth ! 

Opening flowers, 

Leafy bowers, 
Sights of gladness, sounds of mirth ! 

Why to mj desponding heart, 

Darkly thinking, 

Sadly sinking, 
Can ye no delight impart ?* 



Sunday 31.— To-day the Holy Week begins, 
and a kind of programma of the usual cérémonies 
of each day, was laid on my toilette this morning. 
The bill of fare for this day runs thus >— 

''Domenica délie Palme, nel Capella Papale 
nel Palazzo Apostolico, canta messa un Cardinal 
Prête. Il Somme Pontefice fa la benedizione 
délie Palme» con processione per la Sala Regia." 

* Written on an old pedestal in the gardens of the Vil- 
la Pamfili, yesterday (March 39th.) 
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I gave np going to the BngUsh service accord- 
ingly, and consented to accompanj R'^* and V^ 
to tne Pope'g Chapel. We entered jast as the 
ceremony of blessîng the palms was goîns on : a 
Cardinal officiated for the poor oldPope wno is at 
présent ill. 

After the palms had been duly blessed, they 
were carried in procession round the splendid 
anti-chamber, called the Sala Regia : meantime 
the chapel doors were closed upon them, and on 
their rettirn, they (not the palms, but thepriests,) 
knocked and demanded entrance in a fine recita- 
tive ; two of the principal voices repUed from 
within ; the choir without sung a response, and 
after a moment's silence the doors were opened 
and the service went on. 

This was verj trivial and tedious. Rospo sald, 
very tmly, that the procession in Blue Beard was 
much better got up. AU thèse processions «ound 
very fine in mère description, but in the realitjr 
there is alwajs something to didappoint or dis- 
gust; something which leaves either a ludicrous 
or a painfttl impression on the mind. The old 
priests andcardtnals to-day,lookinglike so manj 
old beg^ar-women, dressea up in the cast oIT fine- 
ry of a Christmas pantomime, the assistants smirk- 
ing and whispering, the singers grinnins at each 
other between every solemn strain of melody, and 
blowing their noses and spitting about like true 
Italians — ^in short, the wantof keepinginthefow^ 
ensemble shocked my taste and my ima^nation, 
and I may add better, more serions feelings. It 
is well to see thèse things once, that we may not 
be cheated with fine words, but judge for our- 
selves. I foresee, however, that I shall not be 
tempted to encounter any of the more crowded 
cérémonies. 
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I remarked ihat ail the Italiens wore black to- 
day. 

We spent the afternoon at the Vatican. Wc 
found St, Peter's almost deserted ; few people, no 
music, the picturesall muffled, and the altars hung 
with black drapery. The scaffblding was prepar- 
ing for the cérémonies of the week ; and, on the 
wnole. St. Peter's appeared, for the first time, 
disagreeable and gloomy. 

Mondaj, April l.^lNon riconosco oggi la mia 
bella Italia ! Clouds, and cold, and rain, to which we 
hâve been so long unaccustomed, seem unnatural ; 
and deform that peculiar character of sunnj love- 
liness which belongs to this countrj: and» apro- 
pos to climate, I maj as well observe now, that 
since the 1 st of Febniarj, when we left Rome for 
Naples, up to this présent Ist.of Apri), not one 
daj has been so rainj as to confine us to the 
house: and on referring to mymemoranda of the 
weather, I find that at Naples, it rained one day 
for a few hours only, and for about two bours on 
the mornine we left it : since then, not a drop of 
rain has falTen : ail hot, cloudless, lovelj weatner. 
We hâve been for the last three weeks in summer 
costume» and guard against the heat as we should 
in Ëngland during the dog-dajs. To hâve an idea 
of an Italian summer, Mr. W** says we must fan- 
cy the présent heat quadrupled, 

The day, notwithstanding, has been unusual- 
ly pleasant: the afternoon, though not brilliant, 
was clear and soft^ and we drove in the opeci 
carriao;e first to the little church of Santa Ma- 
ria délia Face, to see Rafifaelle's famous fresco, 
The Four Sybils. It is in the finest préservation, 
and combines ail his peculiar grâces of design 
and expression. The colouring has not suifered 
from time and damp like that of the frescos in 
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the Vatican, bot il is at once btMKant and ùëi- 
cate. Nothiog can exceed the exauigite grâce of 
the Sibilla Pereica, nor the beantiral draperjand 
inspired look of the Citmana. Fortunatel j» I had 
never seen anj copy or engraving of this master- 
pièce: its beantj was to nie enhanced bj surprise 
and ail the chann of novelty; and mj gratifica*^ 
tion was complète. 

We afterwards spent half an honr in the gar- 
dens of the Villa Lanti, on the Monte Gtanicolo. 
The view of Rome from thèse gardens is superb: 
though the skj was clouded, the atmosphère was 
perfectl j pare and clear : the eje took in the 
whole extent of ancient and modem Rome; be- 
yond it the Campagna, the Alban Hills, and the 
Appenines, which appeared of a deep purple, with 
pale clouds floating over their summits. 'Ilie 
city laj at our feet, silent, and clothed with the 
dajiight as with a garment-^no smoke, no va- 
pour, no sonnd, no motion, no sign of life: it 
iooked like a city whose inhabitants had been 
snddeni 7 petrified, or smitten by a destroying an* 
gel; and such was the eSect of ils stranee and 
solemn beauty, that before I was aware, I felt my 
eyes fill with tears as I Iooked upon it. 

I saw Naples from the Castle of Sant ËImo— 
setting aside the sea and Mount Vesuvius, those 
unequalled features in that radiant picture — ^the 
view of the dty of Naples is not so fine as the 
view of Rome; it is, comparatively, déficient in 
sentiment, in interest, and in dignity. N24>le9 
wears on her brow the voluptuous iJeauty of a 
syren — Rome sits desolate on her seven-hitled 
tnrone *' the Niohe of Nations?^ 

I wish I could hâve painted what I saw to-day 
a« I saw it. Yet no — ^the reality was perhaps too 
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mueh J^ a.{âctttre to plea«e in a pîotuie: the 
exquîsite harmony of the colouring, the softness 
of the lights ànd shades, the ftolemn death-like 
stiilaess, the distiDctness of everjr form and ont- 
line, and the classk interest attached to every 
noble object, combined to form a scène, whicn 
hereafter, in the silence of mj own thoughts, I 
shall often love to recall and to dwell upon. 

To-night I read with Incoronati tne fourth 
book of Dante, and twoof Petrarch's Canzoni " I, 
vo pensando," and << Verdi panni," making notes 
from his explanations and remarks as I went along. 
Thèse two Canzoni I hadselected as being among 
the luost puzzling as well as the most beautifuf. 
Those are strangely mistaken^ who from a super^ 
ficial study of a few of his amatory s(^nets, re- 

fard Petrarch as a mère love-sick poet, who spent 
is time in berhyming an obdurate mistress ; and 
those are equally mistaken who consider him as 
the poetical votarist of an imaj^nary fair one. I 
knovv but little, even of the little tnat is known 
of his life } for I remember being as much terri- 
fied by the pondérons quartos of the Abbé de 
Sade, as I was discomfited and disappointed by 
the flimsy octavo of Mrs. Dobson. I am now stady- 
ing Petrarch in his owja works ; and it l^eemeth to 
me,inmy simple wit^thatsuch exquisite touches of 
truth and nature» such depth and ^urity of feeling, 
sucb felicity of expression, such vivid yet délicate 
pictures of female beaut^, could spring only from 
a real and heartfelt passion. We know too little 
of Laura : but it is probable, if she had always 
preserved a .stem and anfeeling indifférence, she 
would not hâve so entirely commanded the affec- 
tions of a feeling heart ; and had she yielded, she 
would not so long hâve preserved her influence. 
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tSûnkyou if Lan» faad been Petnarch^B wift^ 

He would hâve written sonnets ail his life f 

In trnth, she appears to hâve bcen the most fia- 
ished coGuette of her own or anj other age.^ 

3. — What a delieht it would be, if, at the end of 
a day like this, I had somebody with whom I could 
talk over things— with whose feelings and impres- 
sions I could compare mj own— >who would direct 
mj judgment and assist me in arrangin^ mj 
ideas, and double everj pleasure bj snanng it 
with. me! What would hâve become of me 
if I had not thoueht of keeping a diary ? I 
should hâve died oT a sort of mental repletion ! 
What a consolation and employment has it beeti 
to me to let my overflowing neart and soûl exhale 
themselvts on paper ! Whcn I hâve neither pow- 
er nor spirits to join in common-place conversa- 
tion,! open my dear little Diary, and feel, while my 
pen thus swiftly ^lides along, much less as if 1 wei'e 
writing than as if I were speaking— -yes ! speak- 
ing to one who perhaps will read tnîs when i am 
no more^-but not till then. 

I was well enough to walk up to the Rospigliosi 
Palace this morning to see Guido'à Aurora : it is 
on the ceiling of a pavillon : would it were not î 
for I looked at it till my neck ached, and my brain 
turned round ^Mike a parish top." I can only 
sav that it far surpassed my expectations : tiie 
colouring is the most brilliant, yet the most har- 
monious in the world ; and there is a depth, a 
strength, a richness in the tints not common to 
Guido's colouring. The whole is as fresh as if 

See the admirable and éloquent " Essays on Petmrch, 
by.Ugo Foscolo," which hâve appeared nnce tfais Diaiy 
was written.— Bbztob. 
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painted jesierday ; tiiough Gfuido mast hâve died 
sometime about 1640. 

On each ride of the hall or pavillon, adorned bjr 
the Aurora, there is a small room, containio^ a 
few excellent pictures. The Triumph of David» 
by Domenichino, a fine rîch pîcture; an exquîsite 
Andromeda, bj Guido, painted with hia nsual 
delicacjand sentiment; the twelve apostles, by 
Rubens, some of them very fine ; the Five Sen- 
sés, said to be by Carlo Cignanî. but if so he has 
surpassed himseff : it is like Doraenichino. The 
Death of Samson, by L. Carracci, wearies the eye 
by -the number ana confusion of the figures : it 
has no principal ^oup upon whîch the attention 
can rest. Tnere is afso a fine portrait of Nicolo 
Poussin, by himself, and an interesting head of 
Guide. 

At three o'clock we went down to the Capella 
Sistina to hear the Miserere. In describing the 
effect produced by this divine music, the time, 
the place, the scenic contrivance should be taken 
into account : the time — solemn twilight, just as 
the shades begtn to fall around: the place-— a 
noble and lofty hall where the terrors of Michael 
Angelo's Last Judgment, are rendered more ter- 
rible by the gathering gloom, and his sublime 
Prophets frown dimly upon us from the walls 
above. The extinguishin^ of the tapers^ the con- 
cealed choir, the angelic voices chosen from 
among the finest in the world, and blended by 
long practice into the most peifect unison, were 
combined to produce that overpowering effect 
which has so onen been described. Many ladies 
wept, and one fainted. Unassisted vocal music 
is certainly the finest of ail : no pover of instru- 
ments couid hâve thrilled me lue the blended 
•tream of melancholy harmony, breathed forth 
âl 
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witk tucbaii expressîmi of desptinngAiigttiBb^ifait 
it was almost too much. 

Good-Friday. — I saw more saw, attiwîikg» 
and delightful thÎDgs jesterday^ tban I can ^- 
tempt to describe or even enumerate ; bot I 
think there is no danger of my forgettin^ gênerai 
impressions : if niy memory should fui me ia 
particulars, my imagination can alwayarepall the 
whole. 

In the morning I declined soiog io see thé 
cérémonies at the Vatican. Tnt procesûon of 
the host from the Sistine to the Pauline Chiite]» 
the washing of the pilgrims' feet, &c aU iiew 
things are iess than indiffèrent to me; and the 
illness and absence of the poor old Pope render- 
ed them particularly uninteresting. Every body 
went but myself; and it was a^reed that we should 
-ail meet at the door of the Sistine Chapel at fire 
o'clock. I remained quietly at home on my sofa 
till one; and tlien droTetotlie Museupi ofthe 
Vatican, where I spent the rest of the daj: it was 
a grand festa, and the whole of the Vatican, in- 
cluding the immense suite of aplendid librarie^ 
was thrown open to the public. AU the fore^;jD^ 
çrs in Rome having crowded to St.Peter's, or the 
chapels, to view the cérémonies going on, I wa9 
the only stranger amidst an assemblage of the 
common people and peasantry, who had corne to 
lounge there until the lîghting up of the cross. I 
ivalked on and on, hour afterhour, lostinamaze- 
ment, and wondering where and when this glo- 
rious labyrinth was to end ; successive galleries 
fitted up with the gay splendeur of an Orienta^ 
Haram, in which the books and manuscripts are 
idl arranged and numbered in cases; the oçavU* 
fui perspective of t^all beyond hall vanishing away 
into immeasurable distançi^i the refulgent light 
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Bhed ôveruft ; and add to this the ertraordinary 
visages and costumes of the people, who witn 
tÏÊtir fafniliès wandered along in groups or singly, 
jdl behavin^ With the ntmost décorum and maRi 
Ing^emphuticexclamations on the beatities around 
them. '*Mf che bella cosa! Co$a tarai O bella 
assaiP^ ail furnished me «vith such ample niatter 
for amusement, and observation, and admiration, 
that I was insensible to fatigue, and knew not 
that m ftve hours I had scareè completed the 
circuit of the Muséum. 

One room (the Caméra dei Papkî) struck me 
t>artîcularlj: it isft smalfoota^n, the ceilineand 
omament» paintedbj RidbeTle Mengs wiwi ex- 
quivîte taste. The group on the ceiling repre- 
sents the Muse of Histbry writirig, while her book 
reposes on the wings of t'ime, and a Genius sup« 
pli«6 her wîth materials : the pannels of this roonl 
are formed ôf old mannscripts, pasted up against 
the walls and glazed. The effect of the whole is 
as'BÎngular as beautiful; 

A newgallèry of raarbles has lately been open- 
ed by the rope, called from its form the Sala délia 
Croct: in splendid, classical, and tasteful déco- 
ration, it equals any of the others, but is not per- 
haps so remarkable for the intrinsic value of its 
contents. 

I never more deq)ly felt my own ignorance and 
deficiencies than I did te-day. I saw so many 
things I did not understand, so much which 1 
M^ished to hâve explained to me, I longed so in- 
expressibly for some one to talk to, to exclaim to, 
to nelp me to wonder, to admire, to be extasiée! 
but I was alone: and I know not how it is, or why, 
but when I am aloné, not only my powers of en- 
joyment seem to fail me in a denrée, but even my 
mental fflculties; and the multitude of my own 
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ideas and lenaation», confuse» oppresa» aiHl irri- 
tate me. 

I walked tiirough the whole ^ro of tbe Muse- 
nm^ examining the busts and picturea particnlar- 
Ij» with tbehelp of Esters admirable catalogue 
raisonnée, and at half past five I reached the 3s- 
tine Justin time to hear the second Mîsçrere: 
neither the music nor the effect were equal Iq tke 
first evening. The music though inferior to Al* 
legrî's was truly beautiful and sublime, bu»t the 
acenic pageantrj did not.strike so iiMicb on ré- 
pétition: the chapel wa& iosuSerably ci^wded, I 
was sick apd stupid fromheat and fatigue, and to 
crown ail, Just in thc^ midat of pne <k the most 
overpo^enng strains, the'crjr of condemned soûls 
pleading for mercj, which made mj heart pause« 
and mj flesh croop— a lady behind me whispered 
loudlj, " do look, what lovely broderie Mrs. L** 
bas on her white satin spencer !'' 

After the Miserere wo adjourned to St. Peior's 
to see the illuminatioa uC,the Giraiuiol||. I çoa- 
fess the first glance dUappointedjnOi for the^cross 
though more than tbirtj teet in beight looks tri- 
vial and diminutive, compared with the iiuoMnsi* 
ty of the dôme in which it is suspe^ed : but Just 
as I was b^inniiig to admire tlie sublioie effect 
of the whotô scena» l was obliged to leave the 
church» being unable ta stand tbe fatigiie anj 
longer- 

* * * * * * 

To-day we bave r^mained aui<^y. at home^.ce^ 
cruiting after the exertions of yesterday. AQter 
dinner. Colonel -— and Mn W** b^aD t^ dis* 
cuss tbe politica of Italy, and from abisinftj.th^ 
governiQents^ they fell apon the .people,;.an»7bt- 
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ing of very opposite principles and parties, they 
soon began an argument which ended in a warm 
dispute, and sent ibe to take refuse in mj own 
room* How*I detest politics and discord ! How 
I hâte the discnssioa of politics in Italj! and 
abore ait, the discussion ofltaiian politics, which 
offer no point upon which the mind can dwell with 
pleasure. I hâve not wandered to Italy, — " this 
famt of sun-lit skies and fountains clear," as 
Barry Cornwall calld it,— onlj to scrape together 
materials for a quarto tour, or to sweep up the 
leatingsof the " fearless'' Lady Morgan; or to 
dwell upon the heart-sickening realities which 
meet mè at evcry turn j evils, of which I neither 
understand the cause, nor the cure. And yet say 
not to Italy 

** Caduta è la tua gloriar-« tu noP vedi !" 

8he does see it,*— sbe does feel it A spîrit i$ 
mtently and gradually woricing its way beneath 
the surface of tociety, whîch nust, ère long,brea^ 
forth either fer sood or for evlL Between a pro- 
iligate and servile nobility, and a degraded and 
enslaved populace, a nuddte class nas lately 
sprruBg up; tke men of letters, the artists, the 
pîrofessors in the sciences, who hâve obtained pro- 
perty, or distinction at l^t, in the commotions 
which hâve aptated their country, and those who 
hâve served at home or abroad in the révolution- 
ary wara» Thèse ail seem impelled hj one and 
û» same spvit; and nake up for tbeir want of 
numbetv by their actiiity, talents, enthusiasm, 
and the «eeret \mi inereasiiig influence which 
Ihsy exert over the other classée of society. But 
on sutjféctt like ttese, however intérestiDg, I hâve 
nemeens of oMakiing iofometiett at once gène- 
21^ 
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rai and accurate; and I wotild raH^r not tbink, 
or Bpeak« or write apon ** matters whieh are toa 
high for me.*' Let the modem Italîans be wlMtt 
ihej maj,— wbat I hear them styleé six timet-a 
daj at leatt, — a dirty, demorali^ed, dégradée» vat^ 
principled race,— centoriea behind onr thrtce- 
blessed, prospérons, and comiort^oving natio» in 
cmHzation and morals : if I were come amoog 
them as a résident, this pictufe might alarm meî 
situated as I am, a nameless soHof perscHi, a mère 
bird of passage, it concerns me not. I am not 
come to sp7 ont tbe nakedness of the land, bnt^to 
implore from her healiiig aîrs and lucid rities tbe 
health and peace I hâve lost, and to worship as a 
pilgrim at the tomb of her departed glories. I 
nave not manj opportonîties of studying the na- 
tional character; I bave no deaKngs with the 
lower classes, little intetvonrse - with thebi^r. 
Vo tradesmen cheat me, no hired menials irritate 
me, nb innkeepers fleece me, no poshnaaters alwrae 
me. I love thèse rich deliciou98kles; I love this 
génial sunshine, which, even in DecembeT) seads 
%e spirits dancing through the veins^ ièis pure 
elastic atmosphère, which net only bringsibe dît- 
tant landscape, but almost heaven iUelf néaror 
to the eye; and ail the treasnres'of art and natoi^ 
which are poured forth aronnd nie; aard ovnr 
which mj own mind, teeming with mages, 're- 
collections, and associations^ can ^iag a b«iiity 
even be^ond their own. I wilUngty tum from A 
that excites the spleen and diê^t of Othera^'firoia 
ail that may so easilj be jdespised, derided, and 
reviled» and abandon mr heart to that state of 
calm benevolence iowar^ ail aronnd me, which 
leaves me nndisturbed to enjoj, admire, obiervie» 
reflect, remember» with pteaflaiB, if not wWh pro- 
fit> and enaUca meto look npoa tiie i^omaa 
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scènes vnih whick I am surrounded, not ivith the 

impertment inquisition of n booic-maker, nor the 

^looiny cakulf^tions of a politician» ner the sneer- 

mg ttifism of a Smelfun^Sy-^but with tbe eje bf 

thtt paîater, and the feelins of the poet. 

' Apropos to poets!— Lady C** has just sent us 

tickets for Sestinl's Accademia ta-morrow nlght. 

80 far from the race of Improvisatori belng ex- 

tinct, or living onlj in the pages of Corinne, or 

in the memorjr of the Fantastici» and the Bandi- 

nelli» the Glaais and the Corillas of other dajS}— 

there is scarcely aamall town in Italj» as I am 

îalormed, withoiiit its Improvisatore ; and I know 

several indlviduals in the higher classes of socie* 

ty» both hère, and at Florence more partîcularij» 

who are remarkable for possessin^ this extraor- 

dinary talent» — ^though» of course, it is only exer- 

ciaed for the sratification' of a private circle. Of 

those y/ho maire a public exhibition of their pow- 

era» Saricci and Sestini are the most celebrated— 

and of thèse Sgricâ ranks first. I never heard 

him; but Bigpmt Incoronati who knows him well, 

desèribed to me his talents and powers as almost 

sup^natural* A.wonderful dispiaj of his art was 

the Iffq^wisazione^wt hâve no EngHsh word for 

a talent which in England is unknown,— of a re* 

gttlar tragedv on the Greek model, with the cho- 

russes and diaioeue coqaplete. The subject pro* 

posed was from the story of Ulysses, which afford- 

ed him an oppoftunity of brinsing in the> who(e 

sraonNia niMuenclature of the lleathen mytholo- 

^y— whkdi» saja Favay th, enters into the web of 

every ImfrovisaUAre» and assists the poet both 

with rhyme* aad ideas. Most of the celebrated 

Improvisatori bave been Florentines : Sffricci is, 

I believej a Neapolitan» and his rival Sestini a 

Beiese. . 
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April r. — Any puUic exhilMoo of datent îm Ike 
Fine Arts, is hère called an Aeoademitu -S^ntnn 
cave Mb Accademîa In an anti*ehanber-of Hie Pa- 
lazzo — -— , I forget its name, b«t' it was noeh 
like ail the other iVrfsiMa we are accustom«d to 
aee hère ; exhibiting the strànge centrast of an* 
cient taste and magnificence» wkh présent mean- 
nes8 and povert j. We were nshered into a iofty 
room of noble aise and beautifU proportions, with 
its rich fresco^paînted walla and ceiling, fiuled 
ttxA filHnç to decaj ; a common brick floor, and 
aundrj wmdow panes broken, and stnffed with 
paper. The room was nearlj filled bj tbe «Wi- 
ence, amongst whom I femarked a great nomber 
of English. A table wtth wrifting impleoients, 
and an old shattered, jingling fâano, ocenpied 
one aide of the apartment, and a small SMoe wa» 
left in ft*ont for the poet. Whilst va wsited witb 
some impatience for his appearanee, aérerai per* 
sons présent walked ap to the table and wvate 
dotm varions subjects ; which, «n Sestteî'^ com<' 
ing forward, he read aloud, marking those-'Mriiicli 
were disttn^aished bj the most^nend applaMe* 
This sélection formed onr ev^ing'a entiertaln*" 
ment. A lady sat down in hertMnnetaad ahawi 
to accdmpan y him ; and when fatigaed, Anothar 
fair musician readily supplied her plaae* It is 
seldom tiiat an Improvisatore aitteaipta to rente 
withontthe assistaneeof murie^ WhenDr.ftfeeiv 
heard Corilla at Florence, she sang te tiie àccom* 
paniment of two vioiins.* La fantastiiDl pre« 

* CoriOa (wboie real name was Maddatem li^M^lfi) 
often aceampamedherself on the violÎQ i hoidnaf^ it^ a«t 
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ferred tite goHar ; and I should hâve preferred 
either, to our jineling harpsicfaord. However, a 
few chorda struck at intervals, were sufficient to 
support tbe yoice^ aad maiit the tine. Several 
airB were tried* and conudered, before the poet 
coald ûx on oiie suited .to his subject» and the 
meaaure he intended to emploj* In gênerai thej 
were pretty and simple» consistlng of very few 
notes» and more Uke a chant or recitative» than 
a re^Iar air s one of the most beautiful I hâve 
obtained» and shali brUig witk me to England. 

The moment Sestini had made his cboice» he 
stepped forward, and without further pause or 
préparation» began with the first subject upon his 
liât)—'* H primo NamgatortJ^ 

Gesner's beauti&L Idyl of *' The Fir^t Navi- 
gv^U^T^^ .8«p{^ed Sestini with the storj, in ail its 
détail»; bat he versified it with surpnsiog facili* 
ty : and| as far as I could judge» with great spîrit 
and élégance. He added, too^some trifling cir- 
cumstances» asd several little traiU^ the naïveté 
of which aSbrded considérable amusement. When 
an accurate rhyme» or a(>t expression, did not of-. 
fer îtself on the instant it was required» he knit 
his brows and cleached his fin^rs with impa- 
tience ; but I think he never he8ita,ted more than 
htttf a second. At the moment the chord was 
strnck tbe rhyme was ready« In this*manner he 
poured fbrtb betweenthirty andfortystanzasywith 
slltl incr«aatng animation; and wound up his 
peemwtth some beaatiful images of love, happi- 
nesSf and innoGenee. Of his success, I could 

agaînst her shoulder, but resting ît în her lap. Shc wt» 
reckoned a fine performer on this instrument ; and for 
hei^^MHiguiihed ^ents was crowned in the Capitol in 
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form amne idea bj the appfanseshft reuèvcd fipom 
better jvdges thaa mjtdt. 

Af ter ft few imaotea repose and a glâss ^ «ra- 
ter» he next ealled on the compattf to sopply htm 
yrlth rhymes for a aoaiiet Tbeae, as &st aa they 
were augseated by variona persoaa, ho wrt»te doirn 
upon a aUp of p&per. The laat riitae glveti was 
<< 0«/eZfo^"— «(a commoD ale-hoaae,)— >at wkich he 
demurrod, and aubmittiag to the cmnpmj the 
difficulté of introdaciiiff so vulgar a worïi intoai 
heroic aonoet» reapectniUj b^ed that waaém 
imght be aubatituted. A ladj cufod^mt ^* J^mlio,^^ 
the poetical term for a grave, or a gepuichre, 
whica expression bore a happr aBalogy to the aub- 
ject proposed. The ooet amited, weli plaaaed ;— 
and stepping forwara with the paper m, ïm haad, 
he immediately, witho«t even a monreii^^ ^ispa- 
ration* recited a sonnet on tfas aecond antgeci 
upon tua liât»—'' La Morit di Alfiai.^^^^l conid 
better judg||e of the merit of tiiia effuaton, becanse 
he apoke it unaccompanied bj muaic ; and Us 
enunciation was remarkablj distinct. The aiih- 
ject was popular, and treated with nrnch feeliag 
and poetic fenwnr. After iamentlng Alfierias 
the patrlot» as well as the baid, and as the g^ 
of his countrj« he cimcluded, hj indignantl? re- 
pelliu^ the auppoaitîoa, that ^* the latest sparks 
of genius and freedom were buried in the tomb of 
Vittorio Alfieri.'' A thunder of apf^anae fol- 
lowed: and cries of <<0 bravo Seatun! brâio 
Sestini !" were echoed fron the {talian porifea 
of the audience, long after tke fimt acclamations 
had sabgided* The men rose stmultaneouslj 
from their seats ; and I confesa 1 could hardlj 
keep mine. The animation of the poet, and the 
enthusiaam of the audienceysent a thrtll throagh 
everj nerve and fiiled mj eyea with teara. 
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Tbe m^t «nl^ot wm ** La Âtori$ di Beahiee 
CaM»j*"-*Hind tm, I thlak^ wae a faîlure^ The 
£rigbt&l sÉoPT-of tÎMp Cencè is too vteW knowh in 
England ûnce iiie publication of Sbell j^S' Trage- 
d j. Hère it ia jbnuiar to ail ckisseg ; and tfiongh 
tw« t^tttvries bave since elapsed, it seems as 
freth ift tke memorj» or ratherin the imagination 
of theae jpeople, aa if it had happened but jester- 
day. The subject, was not wetl chosen for a pub« 
Uc aad mixed assembly $ and Sestini, without ad* 
verti« to the previeus détails ef horreur, confined 
himaeit moat scrupuloasly» with great proprietj, 
to the nbjeet proposcd. He described Béatrice 
ied to exécution»^*-*** con baldanza eoêta e genero- 
<a,''*— and the effect produced on the multitude 
by her youth and beanty ;*— not forgetting to celé- 
brate those treasea like threads of gold, whose 
wavy aplendour daazled ail beholders, as fhey are 
descnbed by aoentenporary writer. He put into 
her nonth, a long and pions dying speech, in 
which sheexpressed her trust in the blessed Vir- 
gin, and her nopes of pardon from eternal justice 
and mercy. To my surprise, he also made her 
in one stanxa confess ana repemt the murder» or 
ratber sacrifice/ wfaich she had perpetrated; 
which is coptrary to the known fact, tbat Béa- 
trice never con^ssed te the last moment of har 
existence ; nor gave any reason to suppose that 
she repented. The whole was draw» out to too 
great a len&th» and, wîth the exception of a few 
nappy toucnes, and pathetic sentiments, went off 
flatiy* It was very uttle applauded. 

The nextaubject was the ** ImmortaHty ûf tht 
S(nd!y on whkh the Feet displayed amazing 

* iMidh. TSiou tiiak'Bt me call what I ititend to do 
A muidar»— ^hidi I thougfat a sacrifice.— 
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pqinp wd p^wer of «onb, and a wo&detfiil aSs- 
ence of ideas. He ahowed, too, an intimate ac' 
quaiatance witk ail that had eyer beeii said^or 
suDg, Qpon the same svbifect, from Pktto to Tbo- 
mas AqvÎDat. I confess I derived lîttle benefit 
from ail this dUplay of poetry and érudition s &r, 
after the firat few atanzas, findins nayaelf im- 
trievably perplexed by the nnited difficaltiesof 
the langoage and the aubject, I withdreir my at- 
tention» and amuaed myself with the paintings on 
the walls, and in revenet on the pastand présent, 
till I waa ronaed by the acclamations tliat follow- 
ed the conclusion of the poem; which excited verj 
gênerai admiration and applause. 

The Company then furnished the botOê^rimés 
for another Sonnet ; the sniject was <« Z^JÎmor 
deUa Fatria.^^ The title, even before lie begaii, 
was hailed by a round of plaudits ; and the ba/k- 
net itself was excellent and spirited. JExedtent 
I mean in its eeneral effect» as an ifï^rovisazwm: 
— 4iow it would stand the test of cool critîcism I 
cannot tell } nor is that an^ thing to the purpose : 
thèse extemporaneous effusions ought to be jodged 
merely as wtiat they are, — ^not as nnished or cor- 
rect poems» but as wonderful exercises of teaa- 
cious memory» ready wit^ and that quickness of 
imagination which can soar 



• ** al bel cimeato 



SuUe ali dell' momento/' 

To retum to Sestini. It may be imagplned^that 
on such a subject as " VAmordetta Fatria,^* the 
ancient Roman worthies were not foraotten ; and, 
accordingly, a Brutus, a Scipio, a Fi^ius, or a 
Fabricius, figured in every Une. And surely on 
no occasion could th^ hâve been more appro- 
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pHatelj întroduced : — m Rome, and when ad- 

'dressing Romans, who showed, by theîr enthusi- 
astîc applause, that though the spirit of theîr 
forefathers may be extinct, their memory is not. 

The tiext subject, which formed a sortof t)€n- 
dàni to the Cenci, was the " Parricide of Tuîlia.^^ 
In thîs again his success was complète. The 
stanza in which Tullia ordered her charioteer 
»* to drive on," was given with such effect as to 
électrify us: and a sudden burst of approbation 
which caused a momentary interruption, evident- 
ly lent the poet fresh spirits and animation. 

The evening concluded with a livdy burlesque, 
entitled " // me^cato (PÂmorCf^^ which represent- 

' ed Love as setting up a shop to sell " la Mercan- 
zîe délia GiovenhiP The list of his stock in 
trade, though it could not boast much oriçinality, 
was given with admirable wit and vivacity. In 
conclusion, Love being threatened with a bank- 
ruptcy, took shelter, as the poet assured us, în 

- the bright eyes of the ladies présent. This fare- 
well compliment was prettily turned, and intend- 
^, of course, to be gênerai: but it happened, 

"Itickily for Sestini, that just opposite to him, and 
fixcd upon him at the moment, were two of the 
brightest eyes in the world. Whether >ie owed 
any of his inspiration to theîr beams 1 know not ; 
but the apropos of the compliment was seized im- 
mediately, and loudiy applauded by the gentle- 
men round us. 

Sestini is a young man, apparently about five 
•and twenty; of a slight and délicate figure, and 
in his whole appearance, odd, wild, and pictur- 
esque. He has the common foreigfi tri.ck of run- 
ning his fingers through his black bushy hair ; and 
accordingly it stands on end in ail directions. A 
pair of immense whiskers, çqually black and lux- 
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uriant, meet ai the point of his chin, encîrclin^ a 
visage of most cadaverous hue, and features which 
mignt be termed positivelj ugly, were it net fer 
the "vago spiriio UTdento^^ which «shines out 
from his dark ejes, and the fire and intelligence 
which light up his whole countenance, till it al- 
most kindles mto beautj. Though he afterwards 
conversed with apparent ease, and replied to the 
compliments of the company, he was evidently 
much exhausted by his exertions. I should fear 
that their fréquent répétition, and the efferves- 
cence of mind, and nervous excitement thej can- 
not but occasion, mustgradually wear out bis dé- 
licate frame and feeble tempérament; and that 
the career of this extraordinarj genius will be 
short as it is brilliant.* 

April 8. — As Maupertuis said after his joumey 
to Lapland — for the universe I would not hâve 
missed the sights and scènes of yesterday ^ bat, 
for the whole universe, I would not undergo such 
another day of fatigue, anxiety, and feverish ex- 
citement. 

In the morning, about ten o^clock, we ail went 
down to St. Peter's, to hear high mass. The ab- 
sence of the Pope (who is still extremely ill) de- 
tracted from the interest and dignity of the cere- 
mony : there was no gênerai bénédiction from the 
balcony of St. Peter's ; and nothing pleased me 
except the gênerai coup d^cdl; whicn in truth 
was splendid. The theatrical dresses of the mi- 
tred priests, the countless multitude congregated 
from every part of Christendom,^ in every variety 
of national costume, the immensity and magnifi- 
cence of the church, and the glorious sunsnine, 

* Sestîni died of a brain fever at Paris^ in November^ 
1822.— Ed. 
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ail thèse enchantée! the eye; but I could hâve 
fancied mjself in a théâtre. I saw no dévotion, 
and I felt none. The whole appeared more like 
a triumphal pageant acted in honour of a heathen 
deitj, than an act of worship and thanksgiving to 
the Great Father of al!. 

I observed an immense number of pilgrims, 
inale and feraale, who had corne from various parts 
of Italy to visit the shrine of St. Peter on this 
grand occasion. I longed to talk to a man who 
stood near me, with a very singular and expres- 
sive countenance, whose cape, and looped hat, 
were entirely covered with scallop sHells and re- 
liques, and his long staff surmounted by a death's 
head. I was restrained by a feeling which I now 
thînk rather ridiculous: I feared, lest by con- 
versing with hira, I should diminish the effect 
his romantic and picturesque figure had made on 
mj imagination. 

The exposition of the relies, was from abalco- 
ny half way up the dôme, so high and distant that 
I could distinguish nothing but the impression of 
our Saviour's face on the handkerchief of Saint 
Veronica, richly framed — at the sight whereof the 
whole multitude prostrated themselves to the 
earth : the other relies I forget, but they were ail 
equally marvellous and equally crédible. 

We returned after a long fatiguing morning, to 
an early dinner ; and then drove again to the pi- 
azza of St. Peter's, to see the far-famed illumi- 
nation of the church. We had to wait a consi- 
dérable time; but the scène was so novel and 
beautiful, that I found ample amusement in my 
own thoughts, and observations. The twilight 
rapidly closed round us : the long Unes of statues 
along the roof and balustrades, faintly defined 
agaiost the evening sky, looked like spirits come 
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down to gaze : a prodigious crowd of carriagCT, 
and people on foot, filled everj avenue ; but ail 
was stili, except when a half suppressed murraur 
of impatience broke through thehushed silence of 
suspense and expectation. At length, on a signal, 
^hich was given by the firing of a cannon, the 
whole of the immense façade and dôme, even up 
to the cross on the summit, and the semicircular 
colonnades in front, burst into a blaze, as if at the 
touch of an enchanter's wand ; adding the plea- 
sure of surprise to that of delight and wonder. 
The carriages now began to drive rapidlj round 
the piazza, each with a train of running H)otraen, 
fiînging their torches round and dashing thera 
a^ainst the ground. The shouts and acclamations 
of the crowd, the stupendous building, with ail 
its architectural outlinesand projections, defiued 
in Unes of living flame, the universal light, the 
sparkling of the magnificent fountains — produced 
an eftect far beyond anj thing I could bave anti- 
cipated, and more like the gorgeous fictions t)fthe 
Arabian Nights, than any earthlj realitj. 

After driving round the Piazza^ we adjourned 
to a balcony which had been hired for us, over- 
looking the Tiber, and exactly opposite to the 
Castle of St. Angelo, Hence we commanded a 
view of the fireworks, which were truly superb, 
but made me so nervous and giddy with noise aod 
light and wonder, that I was rejoiced when ail 
was iever. A flight of a thousand sky rockets 
sent up at once, blotting the stars and the moon- 
light — dazzling our eyes, stunning our ears, and 
amazing ail our sensés together, concluded the 
Holy Week at Rome. 

To-morrow morning we start for Florence, and 
to-night I close this second volume of my Diary. 
ThanKs to my little ingenious Frenchman in the 
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Via Santa Croce, I hâve procured a lock for a 
third volume» almost equal to my patent JBramah, 
in point of secaritji though^erj unlike it in every 
other respect. 



« « « « Jit « 



RETURN TO FLORENCE. 

Viterbo, April 9. 

" In every bosom Italy is the second country in 
the world, the surest proof that itis in reaïity the 

This élégant and just observation occurs» I 
think, in Arthur Young'sTravels; lamnotsure 
I quote the words correctiy, but the sensé will 
corne home to every cultivated mind vi^ith the 
force of a proverbial truism. 

One leaves Naples as a man parts with an en- 
chanting mistress, and Rome as we would bid 
adieu to an old and dear-loved friend. I love it, 
and grieve to leave it for its own sako« ît is pain- 
ful to quit a place where we leave behind us ma- 
ny whom welove and regret; and almost or quite 
as painfuU I think» to quit a place in which we 
leave behind us no one to regret, or think of us 
more — ^a feeling like this, mingled with the sor- 
row with which I bid adieu to Rome this mom* 
ing. 

Our joumey has been fatiguing, triste and te- 
dious. 



22» 
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Radlcofanî^ lOtli. 

I could aimost regret at this momeat thati aœ 
past the âge of romance, for I am in a fine situa- 
tiou for mjsterious and imaginary horrors, coold 
I but feel agaia as I did at gay sixteen : but alas! 
ces beaux jours sont passés! and hère I ara, on the 
top of a dreary black mountain» in a ramUing old 
inn, whtch looks like a ci devant hospital or dis- 
mantled barracks, in abed-room which resembles 
one of the wards of a poor-house, one Utile cor- 
ner lighted by my lamp, and the other three parts 
ail lost in black ominous darkness; while a tem- 
pest rages without, as if it would break in the 
rattling casements, and burst the roof over our 
heads ; and yet, insensible that I am 1 I can calm- 
]y take up my pen to amuse myself by scribbling 
since sieep is impossible. I can look round my 
vast and solitary room without fancying a gfaost 
or an assassin in every corner, and listen to the 
raving and lamenting of the storm, without ima- 
gininjj^I hear in every gust the shrieks of wail- 
in^ spintl", or the groans of murdered travellers : 
only wishing that the wind were rather less cold, 
or my fire a little brighter, or my dormitory less 
infinitely spacious ^ for at présent its boundaries 
are invisible. 

The firstpart of ourjourney this morning, vas 
delightful and picturesque : we passed the beau- 
tifullake of Bolsena and Montepulciano, so fa- 
mous for its wine, (il Re di vino, as Redi calls it, 
in the Bacco in Toscana.) Later ia the daj we 
entered a gloomy and desolate country ; and af- 
ter Crossing the rapid and muddy torrent of Rigo, 
which as our Guide des voyageurs wittily informs 
us» we shall hâve to cvoas Jour times, if we si^r^ not 
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drowned the tkird tîme, we be^an to ascend the 
mountainous région which divides the Tuscan 
from the Roman states-— a succession of wild bar- 
-ren hills, intersected in eveïy direction by deep 
ravines, and presenting a scène, sublime indeea, 
from its waste and wild grandeur, but destitute 
of ail beattty, interest, magnificence, and variety. 
I remember the strange émotion which came 
across me, when on the horses stopping to breathe 
on the summit of a lofty ridge, where ail around, 
as far as the eje could reacn, nothing was to be 
seen but the same ùnvarying, misérable, heart- 
sinking barrenness, without a trace of human ha- 
bitation, exeept the black fort, or the highest point 
of Radicofani, a soft sound of bells came over my 
ear as if brought upon the wînd. There is some- 
thing in the sound of belis, in the midst of a soli- 
tude, which is sineularly striking, and may be 
cheerine or melaiicmoly, according to the mood 
in which we may happen to be. 

* * * * * * 

Florence, April 14. 

I have Dot written a word since we arrived at 
Sienna. AVhat would it avail to me to keep a 
mère journal of sufièring ? O that I could change 
as others do, could forget that such things have 
been, which can never be again ! that there were 
not this tenacity in my heart and soûl which 
clings to the shadow, though the substance be 
gone! 

This is not a mère effusion of low spirits, I was 
never more cheerful ; I have just left a gay party, 
where Mr. R<^ers (whom by spécial good fortune 
we meet at every resting place, and who dinéd 
with us to-day,) bas been entertaining us delîght- 
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fully. I disdain low spirîts, they tre a mère dis- 
etse which cornes over ub» genendlj firom some 
physical or external cause ; and to prescribe for 
then it as easj as to disgune them îb difficult: 
but the hopeless, enrôlera sadaess of a iieort, 
whIch droops with regret, aad tbrobs with rea^ent- 
ment, is easilj, verj easily disguised, Inrt'iiot^o 
easilj banished. I hear trerj bodj nraiid me 
congratalating tbemseWes, and me more particu* 
larly, that we hâve at last reached Florence, that 
we are so far advanced on oar road homewards, 
that soon we shall be at Paris, and Paris is to éo 
wonders— Paris and Dr. R**, are to «e^ me tq> 
again, as the phrase is. Bat I shall neyer be set 
np again, I shall never lîve to reach Paris £ none 
can tell how I sicken at the Tery name of that de- 
tested place; none seem aware' how iàst, how 
very fast the principle of life is burning antay 
within me: but why should I speak? and what 
earthly help can now avail meP I can snfièr in 
silence, I can conceal the weakness which in- 
creases upon me, by retiring, as if from choice and 
not necessity, from ail exertion not absolutely in*- 
evitable; and the change is so graduai, none will 
perçoive it tîU the great change of ail cornes, and 
then I shall be at rest 

« « « « « 4» 

Florence looked most beauttfd as we annroach- 
ed it from the south, girt with her théâtre of ver- 
dant hills, and glittering in the sunshine. Ail 
the country, from Sienna to Florence, is rîchly 
cultivated : diversiBed with neat hamlets, farms, 
and villas. I was more stmdc with the appear- 
ance of the Tuscan peasantry on my return from 
the Papa^doninion^, than when we passed through 
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the country before : no where ia Tuscanj, hâve 
we seen that look of abject négligent poverty, 
those crowds of squalid beggars« which shocked 
us in the Ëcclesiastical States. In the towns 
where we stopped to change horses, we were pre- 
sently surrounded bj a crowd of people : the wo- 
men came out spinnine, or sewing and plaiting 
the Leghorn hats ; the cnildren threw flowers into 
our barouche, the men grinned and gaped, but 
there was no vociférons begging, no disgusting 
displaj of phjsical evils, filth and wretchedness. 
The motive was merely that idle curiosity for 
which the Florentines m ail âges hâve been re- 
marked. I remerober an amusing instance which 
occurred when I was hère in December last. I was 
standing one evening in the Piazza del Gran Du* 
ca» lookmg at the ^roup of the Râpe of the Sa-, 
bines : in a^few minutes a dozen people gathered 
t^'ound me, gaping at the statue, and staring at 
that and at me altemately, either to enjoy my ad- 
miration, or find out the cause of it : the people 
came out of the neighbouring shops, and the crowd 
continued to increase^ till at lengtb, though iu- 
finitely amused, I was glad to make my escape. 

I suff'ered from cold when first we arrived nt 
Florence, owing to the change of climate, or ra- 
ther to mère weakness and fëtigue: to-day I be- 
gin to doubt the possibility of outliving an italian 
summer. This blazing atmosphère which de- 
presses the eyelids, the enervating heat, and the 
rich perfume of the flowers ail round us, are al- 
most too much. 

April 20. — During our stay at Florence, it has 
been one of my favourite occupations to go to the 
Gallery or the Pitti Palace, and placing roy port- 
able ^eat opposite to some favourite pictures, mi- 
nutely study and compare the styles of the dif- 
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ferent masters. By the stjle of any particukr 
paiater, I présume we mean to express the corn- 
bination of two separate essentials — ^first, his pe- 
culîar conception of hîs subject; secondlj, nis 
peculîar method of execnting that conception, 
with regard to colonring, drawing, and what ar- 
tists cali handiing. Tne former department of 
style, lies in the mlnd, and will vary according 
to the feelings, the temper, the personal habits 
and previous éducation of the painter ; the latter 
is merely mechanical: it is technically termed 
the mariner of a painter : it may be cold or warm, 
hard, dry, free, strong, tender : as we say, the cold 
manner of Sasso Fcrrato, the warm manner of 
Gîorgioiie, the hard manner of Holbein, the dry 
manner of Perugino, the free manner of Rubens, 
the strong manner of Carravaçgio, and so forth; 
and I heard an amateur once observe, that one of 
Morland's Pigsties was paînted with great /^ef- 
ing : ail this refers merely to mechanical exécu- 
tion. 

There is one subject, beautiful in itself, and 
not susceptible of much variety, which has been 
repeated and multiplied almost to infinity, by ail 
the great masters; I mean the Virgin, or the 
Holy Family; and it occurred tome to-day, that 
if a gallery could be formed of this subject alooe, 
selectin^ one spécimen from among the wbrks of 
every painter, it would form not only a compara- 
tive index to their différent styles, but we should 
find, on recurring to what îs known of the lives 
and characters of the great masters, that each has 
stamped some peculiarity of his own disposition 
on his Yirgins ; and that, after a little considéra- 
tion and practice, a very fair guess might be form- 
ed of the character ot each artist, by observiog 
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the stylé in yfhlch he bas treated this beautiful 
and favourite subject. 

Take Raffaelle for example, whose deligbtful 
character is dwelt upon by ail his biographers ; 
hîs genuiae nobleness of soûl, wbich raised him 
far above interest» rivalshîp, or jealousj, the gen- 
tleness of his temper» the sauvity of his manners, 
the sweetness of his disposition, the benevolence 
of hîs heart, which rendered him so deepl j ioved 
and admired, even by those who |>ined away. at 
his success, and died of his superiority — are ail 
attested by contemporary writers : where, but in 
his own harmonious character, need Raftiielle hâve 
looked for the prototypes of his haif-celestial créa* 
tiens P 

His Yirgins alone combine every grâce which 
tbe ima^nation can require— repose, aimplicity, 
meekness, purity, tenderness; blended without 
any admixture of earthly passion, y et so v^ried, 
that though ail his virgins hâve a gênerai charac- 
ter, distinguishing them from those of every other 
master» no two are exactiy alike. In the Madon- 
na del Seggiola for instance, the prevailing ex» 
pression is a serions and pensive tenderness $ her 
eyes are turned from her infant, but she claspa 
him to her bosom, as if it were not necessary to 
see him, to feel him in her heart In another Holy 
Family in the Pitti Palace, the prédominant ex- 
pression is maternai rapture : in the Madonna di 
Foligno, it is a saintly benignity becoming the 
Queen of Heaven : in the Madonna del Carde!- 
lino, it is a meek and chaste simplicity : it is the 
*< Vergine dolce e pia^^ of Petrarch^ This last 
picture hangs close to the Fornarina in the Tri- 
bune ; a atrange contrast ! Raffaelle's love for that 
haughty and voluptuous virago, had nothing to 
do mm his conception of idéal beauty and chasti- 
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tj ; aad could one of his own Yirgins hâve walked 
out of her frame, or if hcr orototjpe could hare 
beea found on earth,he would hâve felt, as others 
hâve felt— that to look upou such a bein^ mtb 
aught of unboljr passion, would be profanation în- 
deed. 

Next to RaSaelle, I would rank Correggto, «s a 
painter of Yirgins. Correggio was remarkable for 
the humility and gentleness of his déportaient, 
for his pensive and somewhat anxious disposition, 
and kindly domestic feelings: thèse are the cha- 
racteristics which hâve poured themselves forth 
upon his madonnas. Thej are*distinguished ge- 
nerallj bj the utmost sweetness, delicacj, grâce 
and devotional feeling. I remember reading some- 
where that Corregsio had a large familj, and was 
a particularly fond father ; and it ia certain that 
in the expression of maternai tenderness, he is au* 
perior to ail but Rafiaelle : his Holy Familj . in 
the Studii at Naples, and his lovelj Virgin in the 
Gallery are instances. 

Guido ranks next in my estimation, as a pain- 
ter of Yirgins. He is described as an élégant and 
accomplisned man, remarkable for the modestj of 
his disposition^ and the dignitj and grâce of his 
manner ; as délicate in his personal habits, and 
sumptuous in his dress and style of living. He 
had unfortunately contracted a taste for ^aming, 
which latterly plunged him into difficulties, and 
tinged his mina with bitterness and melancholy. 
AU his heads hâve a peculiar expression of élevât- 
ed beauty, which has been called Guido's air. — 
His Madonnas, are ail but heavenly : they are 
tender, digniiied, lovely: — but when compared 
with Rafiaelle's, they seem more touched with 
earthhr feeling, and nave less of pure idéal t they 
are, if I may so express myself, too sentimentcu: 
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sentimeiit is, in trutb, the distinguîshing cfinrac- 
teristic of Guido's style. It is remarkable that 
towards the end of his Hfe, Guido more fréquent- 
Ijr painted the Mater Doiorosa, and gave to the 
headsofhis Madonnas, a look ofmelancholj, and 
disconsolate résignation, which is extremely af- 
fecting. 

Titian's character is well known: his ardent 
cheerfiil teroper, his sanguine enthusiastic nitnd, 
his love of pleasnre, his love of women ; and trae 
it is, that through ail his glowing pictures, we 
trace the voluptuarj. His Virgins are rather 
" Deê jeunes épouses de la veiUe^^ — ^far too like his 
Veauses and his mistresses: thej are ail luxuri- 
ant human beautj; with that pecuHar air of 
blandishment which he has thrown in to ail his 
female heads, even into his portraits, and his old 
woRien. Witnesshis iovely Virgin in the Vatican, 
his Mater Sapientiœ, and his celebrated assump- 
tion at Venice, in which the ejes absolatelj float 
in rapture. There is nothin^ idéal in Titian's 
conception of beauty; he pamts no saints and 
goddesses fancy-bred : his females are al! true, 
Jovel 7 women ; not like the heavcnly créations of 
RafiTaelle, looking as if a touch, a breath would 
profane them ; but warm flesh and blood— heart 
and soûl— with life in their ejes, and love upon 
their lips : even over his Magdalens, his beautj- 
breathing pencil bas shed a something which 
says, 

A miflum cbe amo— 
PîaogeiaaoifalUt 

But this is straying from my subject ; as I hâve 
tmbarked in this fanciful hypothesis, I shail mul- 
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iiply my proofs and examples as far as I caD»froiii 
memorj. 

In some acconnt I hâve read of Murillo, he is 
entphatîcally stjled tm honut mon : this is ail I 
can remember of his character; and ttuik and 
nature prevail through ail his pîctnres. In his 
Yîrgins, we can trace nothing elevated, poetical, 
or heatcnly : they havc net the ideality of Raffa- 
eile's, nor the tender sweetness of Corre^io's, 
nor the ^lowing loveliness of Titian's ; but they 
hâve an individual reality about them, ivhich gives 
theni the air of portraits. That chef-d'œuvre, in 
the Pitti Palace, for instance, call it a beautiful 
peasant girl and her baby, and it is faultless : bat 
ivhen I anr told it is the *< Fergine glonosoy dd 
Êe etemo Madré, Figlinokiy e Sposa,^^ 1 look in- 
stantly for somethine far beyond what 1 see ex- 
pressed. AU MurilTo's Virgins are so différent 
from each other» that it is plain the artist did not 
paint from any pre-conceived idea, in his own 
mind, but from différent originals ; they are ail 
impressed with that gênerai air of truth, nature, 
and common life, which stamps upon them a pe- 
culiar and distinct character. 

Carlo Dolce's gentle, délicate, and melancholy 
tempérament, are strongly ezpressed in his own 
portrait, which is in the gallery of paintines hère. 
AH his pictures are tinged by the morbid delicacy 
of his constitution, and the refinement of his 
character and habits. They hâve exquisite ûnish» 
but a want of power, degeneratine at times into 
coldness and feebleness; his Madonnas are dis- 
tinguished by regular féminine beauty, melancho- 
ly dévotion, or resigned sweetness : he excelled 
in the Mater Dolorosa. The most beautiful of his 
Virgins is in the Pitti Palace of which picture 
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there is a dupHcate in the Borghese Palace at 
at Rome. 

Carlo Maratti ewed his fortune, hls title of 
davaliere, and the celebrity he once enjojed, not 
to anj superiority of genius, but to his successful 
arts as a courtier^ and his assiduouà flatte rj of the 
great. What'can bé more characteristic of the 
man, than his simperins Virgins, fluttering in 
tasteless, mafij-col ou red draperies, with their sky 
blue back-grounds, and golden clouds ? 

Caravaggto was a gloomy misanthrope,' and a 
profligate cuffian : we read, that he was banîshed 
irom Rome, for a murdercommitted in a drunken 
brawl ; ahd that he died at last, of debauchery 
and want. Caravaggio wasperfectin his gamblers, 
robbers, and martyrdoms, and should never hâve 
raeddled with Saints and Madonnas. In hisfamous 
Fiefà in the Vatican, the Virgin is an old beggar- 
womftii, the two Maries are fish- wives, in <* maudlin 
sorrow,'* and St. Peter, and St. John, a couple of 
bravos, burying a murdered traveller: dipinse 
ferocemerUe sempre perche féroce era il 8U0 carrai- 
iere, says his biographer; an observation by the 
•way, in support of my hypothesis. 

Rubens, with ail his transcendent genius, had 
a coarse imagination : he bore the character of 
an honest, libéral, but not very refined man. 
Rubens painted Virgins-— would he had let theoi 
alone ! lat, comfortabie, farmers' wives, nursing 
their chubby children. Then foUows Vand vke in 
the opposite extrême. Vandyke was celebrated 
in his day, for his personal accomplishments : he 
was, say his biographers, a complète scholar, cor- 
tier ancl gentleman. His beautiful Madonnas are 
accordinglv» what we might expect— rather toc 
intellectuai and lady-like : they ail look asif they 
had been polished by éducation. 

The grand, austère genius of Michel Angelo» 
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WM littie calcolated to pouriray the dove-like 
meekness of the Vergint doice e pia^ or the play- 
foloess of infantine beauty. In nîs Mater Ama- 
bilis, aweetness and beauty are sacrificed to ex- 
preMÎon ; and dignity is exag|[;erated into masca- 
fine enerey. In the Mater Dolorosa, suffenDg is 
tormented into agony : theanguisb istoo human: 
it is not sufficienuy softened by résignation ; and 
makes us turn away Avith a too painfui sympathy. 
Such 18 the admirable head in the Palazzo Litti, 
at Milan ; such his sublime Pietà in the Vatican 
—tat the last, being in marble, is not quite a case 
in point 

I will mention but two more painters of whose 
lives and characters 1 know nothing yet, and may 
therefore fairly make their works a test of both, 
and iudge of them in their Madonnas, and after- 
wards measure my own pénétration and the truth 
of my hypothesis, by a référence to the biographi- 
cal writers. 

In the few pictures I hâve seen of Carlo Cig- 
nani, I hâve beeii struck by the prédominance of 
mind and feeling, over mère external form: there 
is a picture of his iti the Rospigliosi palace— H)r 
rather to give an example which is nearer at hand, 
and fresh in my memory, there is in the gallery 
hère, his Madonna del Rosario. It represents a 
beautiful young woman, evidently of plebeian 
race : the form of the face is round, the features 
hâve nothinv of the beau -idéal, and the whole 
head wants dignity ; yet has the painter contriv- 
ed to throw into this lovely picture an inimitable 
expression, which dépends on nothing external— 
what in the living prototype we should term court- 
tenance ; as if a chastened consciousness of her 
high destiny and exalted character, shone through 
the natural rusticity of her features, and touched 
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them with a certain grâce and dignity, emanating 
from the mind alone, which only mind could give» 
and mind perceive. I hâve seen within the last 
few dajs, three copies of this picture, in ail of 
them the charmin^ simplicitj and rusticity, bat in 
XM>Q« the exquisite expression of the original: 
even the hands are expressive, without anj par- 
ticular delicacj or beaaty of form. An artist 
who Mras copying the picture to-day while I look- 
ed at it, remarked tnis; and confessed he had 
made several unsuccessful attempts to relier the 
fond pressure of the fingers as she clasps the child 
to her bosom. 

Were I to judge of Carlo Cignani by his works» 
I should pronounce him a man of elevated cha- ■ 
racter, noble by instinct, if not by descent, but 
simple in his habits, and a despiser of outward 
show and ostentation. The other painter I al- 
lude to, is Sasso Ferrato, a great and admired 
manufacturer of Virgins, but a mère copyist, with- 
out pathos, power or originality : sometimes he 
resembles Guido, sometimes Carlo Doice, but the 
graceful harmonious delicacj of the former, be« 
cornes coldness and flatness m his hands, and the 
refinement and sweetness of the latter, sink intd 
feebleness and insipidity. Were I to judge of 
his character by his Madonnas, I should suppose 
that Sasso Ferrato had neither original génius nor 
powerful intellect, nor warmth of heart, nor vi- 
vacity of temper ; that he was in short a mère 
mild, inoffensive, good sort of man» studious and 
industrious in his art, not without a feeling for 
the excellence he wanted power to attain. 

I mieht pursue this subject further, but my me- 
tnory. tails, my head aches» and my pen is tired 
for to-night. 

jK ii» jfe « « « 

£3* '" 
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Both bere tod at Rome» I bave found c^naidwa- 
ble amusement m looking over the artiste vho 
are usually emplojed in copyingor Rtudjinsfrom 
the celebrated pictures in the différent galieries; 
but I hâve been taugbt discrétion od sucb occa- 
sions, bj a ridiculous incident whicb occurred tbe 
other daj, as absurdly comic as it was unlockj 
and vexatious. A friend of mine obserring an 
artist at work in the Pitti Palace, whom by hi» 
total silence and inattention to ail aroand, she 
supposed to be a native Italian who did net an- 
derstand a word of English, went up to him, and 
peepina; over his shoulder, exclaimed witb more 
truth tnan discrétion, *' Ah ! what a hideous at- 
tempt ! that wili never be like, l'm aure !" " I 
am very sorry y ou think so, roa'am !" replied the 
painter, coolly looking uf» in her face. He must 
hâve read in that beautiful face an expression 
which deeply avenged the cause of his affronted 
picture. 

AVe bave been twice to the opéra since we ar- 
rived hère. At the Pergola, Bassi, though a wo* 
man is the Primo Uomo; the rare quality of her 
voice, which is a kind of rich deep counter ténor, 
nnfitting her for female parts* Her voice and 
science are so admirable, that it woold be delici- 
ous to hear her blindfold | but her large clumsy 
figure disguised, or rather expoêed in masculine 
aUire, is qnite revolting. 

At the Cocomero we had the ** Italiana In Al- 
gieri :" the Prima Donna who is an admired sing- 
er, gave the comic airs with great power and ef- 
fect, but her bold exécution and her ungracefui 
unliquid voice, dtsgusted me, and I came away 
fatigued, and dissatisfied. The dancing is exé- 
crable at both théâtres. 

From one end of Italy to the other, nothing is 
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lifttened to in the waj of music, but Rossini and 
bis imitator§. The man must bave a transcendent 
geaius, who can iead and pervért the taste of bis 
ase, as Rossini bas done ; but unfortunatelj those 
ivbo bave not bis talent, y-ho cannot reacb bis 
beauties nor emulate bis airj brilliance of imagi- 
nation, tbink to imitate his ornamented style bj 
merely crowding note upon note, semi-quavers» 
demi-seroî-quavers, and semi-demi- semi-ouavers 
in most perpiexed succession ; and thus ail Italj, 
and tbence ail Europe, is deluged witb tbis busj, 
fussy, burry-skurry music, which means notbing, 
and leaves no trace bebind it, eitber on the fancy 
or the memory. Must it be ever tbus? are Pae- 
siello and Pei^olest and Cimarosa, and those Di- 
vine Gerraan masters, wbo formed themselves on 
the Italian scbool and surpassed it— Winter and 
Mozart,* and Gluck — are they eternally bantsb- 
ed P must sensé and feeling be for ever sacrificed 
to mère sound, the human organ degraded into a 
mère instrumentât and the ear tickled witb novel- 
tj and meretricious ornament» tili tbe taste is ut- 
terly diseased P 

There was a period in tbe bistory of Italian 
iiterature, wben tbe great classicai writers were 

* Dr. HoUand once told me» that when travelling in 
Iceland^ he had heard one of Mozart's mélodies played 
and sungby an Icelandic girl, and that some months aner- 
"wards he heard the very same air sung to the guitar, by 
a Greek lady at Salonica. Yet the son of that imraortal 
genius, who has dispensed delight irom one eztremity of 
Europe to the other, and from his urn still niles the en- 
tranced sensés of millions— Charles Mozart is a poor mu- 
sic master at Milan ! this shouhl not be. 

f What Baccaria ssdd in his day is most true of our's, 
*' on paie les musiciens pour émouvoir, on paie les dan- 
seurs de corde pour étonner, et la plus grande partie des 
lauaiciena veulent fim les danseurs de corde.'* 
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decried and neglected, and the genius of one mam 
depraved thc taste of the âge in which he lived. 
Marinl introdttced, or at least rendered gênerai 
and fashîonable, that far-fetched wit, that tinsel 
and glitteringatjle, that luxurioos pompof words, 
which was easilj imitated bj talents of a iower 
order: jet in the Adonis there are many redeem- 
ing passages, some touches of real pathos, and 
some stanzas of natnral and beautiful description: 
and thus it is with Rossini, his best opéras con- 
tain some mélodies among the finest ever com^ 
posed ; and even in bis worst, the ear is every 
now and then roosed and enchanted by a few bars 
of graceful and beautiful melody, to be in the next 
moment again bewildered in the maze of unmean- 
ing notes» and the clash of overpowering accom«> 
paniments. 

Lucca, Apiil 23. 

Lucca disappoints me in every respect: it was 
once, when a republic, one of the most flourish- 
ing, rich, and plopulous citîes in Italy; it is now 
consigned over to the ex-queen of Ëtruria ; and 
its fate will be perhaps the same as that of Ye- 
nice, Pisa, and Sienna, which, when they lost 
their independence, lost also their public spirit, 
their public vîrtue, and their prosperity. 

It is impossible to conceive any thing more rich 
and beautiful, than the country between Florence 
and Lucca, though it can boast little of the ele- 
vated picturesque, and is destitute of poetical as- 
sociations. The road lay through Talleys, with 
the Appenines (which are hère softened diown in- 
to gentle sunny hills,) on each side. Every spot 
of ground is in the highest state of cultivation, 
the boundaries between the small fields of wheat 
or lupins, were rowa of olives, or mulberries, with 
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au interminable treillage of vines, âun^ from tree 
to tree. In Ëngland, we should be obliged to eut 
them ail down for fear of depriving the crops of 
heat and sunshine, but hère they hâve no such 
fears. The stjle ofhusbandrj is exquisitely neat. 
and in gênerai performed by roanual labour. The 
odIj plough 1 saw, would hâve excited the amuse- 
ment and amazement of an Ënglish farmer : I 
should think it was exactly similar to the ploughs 
of VirgiPs time : it was drawn bv an ox and an 
ass» joked together, and guidedf by a woman. 
The whole country looked as if it had been laid 
out by skilful gardeners; and the hills in many 
parts were eut into terraces, that not one availa- 
ble inch of soil mîght be lost. The products of 
thift luxuriant country, are corn, silk. wine, and 
principally oil : potteries abouud, the making of 
jars and flasks, being an immense and necessary 
branch of trade. 

The city of Lucca has an appearance in itself 
of stately solemp dulness, and bears no trace of 
the smiling prosperity of the adjacent country : 
the shops are poor and empty, there are no signs 
of business, and the streets swarm with beggars. 
The interior of the Duomo is a fine spécimen of 
Gothic : the exterior is Greek, Gothic, and Sara- 
cenic, jumbled together in vile taste: it contains 
nothing very interesting. The palace is like other 
palaces, very fine and so forth ; and only remark- 
able for not containing one good picture ; or one 
valuable work of art 

Fisa, Aprîl 25. 

Pisa has a look of élégant tranquillity, which 
is not exactly dulness, and pleases me partîcular- 
ly: if the thought of its past independence, the 
inemory of its once proud name in arts, arms, and 
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literature, corne across the mind, it ig not aecoitf- 
panied by any painful regret caused bj the sigbt 
of présent iniserj and dégradation, but bj that 
philosophie meiancholj with which we are used 
to contemplate the mutabilitj of earthlj great- 
neas. 

The Duomo, the Baptistrj, the Leaning Tower, 
and the Campo Santo, stand ail together in a fine 
open elevated part of the citj. The Doomo is a 
magnificent ediûce in bad taste. The interior, 
with its noble columns of Oriental granité is 
grand, sombre, and verj striking. As to the st^le 
of architecture, it would be difficult to détermine 
what naine to give it : it is not Greek nor Gothic, 
nor Saxon, and exhibits a strange mixture of Pa- 
^an and Christian ornaments, not verj unfrequent 
m Italian churches. The Leaning Tower should 
be contemplated from the portico of the church, 
to heighten its eifect: wnen the perpendicular 
coluron cuts it to the eye like a plumb iine, the 
obliquity appears really terrifie. 

The Campo Santo is an extraordinarj place : 
it affects the roind like the cloisters of one of our 
Gothic Cathedra] s, which it resembles in effect. 
Means hâve lately been taken to préserve the 
singular frescos on the walls, which for five hun- 
dred jears hâve been exposed to the open air. 

I reroarked the tomb of that élégant fabulist 
Pignotti ; the last personage of celebrity buried 
in the Campo Santo. 

The University of Pisa is no longer what it 
was, when France and Venice had nearlj gone 
to war about one of its law professors, and its 
collèges ranked next to those of Padua: it has 
declined in famé, in riches» and in discipline. 
The Botanic Garden was a few years ago, the 
fiaest in ail Europe» and is stiil maintained with 
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^eàt coàt and care : it contains a lofty magnolia» 
IIh^ stem of which is as bulky as a good sized 
tree : the gardener told us rather poef icaU}[, that 
when In blossom it perfumed the whole city of 
Pisa. * 

Leghorn, April 26. 

So diilR^^nt from any thine we havc yet seen 
in Italy ! busy streets— gay sKops— various cos- 
tumes— Greeks, Turks, Jei^s, and Christians» 
mtngled on terms of friendly equality — a crowd- 
ed port, and ail the activity of prospérons com* 
merce. 

Leghom îs in every sensé a/ree port : ail kinds 
of merchandîse enter, exempt from duty, ail reli- 
gions are equally tolerated, and ail nations trade 
ou an equal footing. 

The Jews, who are in every other city a shun- 
ned and degraded race, are among the most opu- 
lent and respectable inhabitants of Leghorn: 
their quarter is the richest, and I may add, the 
dirtiest in the city : their synaeoeue hère is reck- 
oned the finest in Europe, and Iwas induced to 
visit it yesterday at the hour of worship. I con- 
fess I was much disappointed ; and notwithstand- 
ing my inclination to respect always' what is re- 
spectable in the eyes of others, 1 never felt so 
strong a disposition to smile. An old Rabbi with 
a beard of tenerable leugth, a pointed bonnet and 
a long white veil, got up into a superb marble 
pulpit and chaunted in strange nasal tones, some- 
thitig which was repeated after him in various and 
discordant Toices by the rest of the assembly. 
The congrégation consisted of an uncouth set of 
men and bojs, many of them from différent parts 
of the Levant, in the dresses of their respective 
couutries : there «vas no appearance of dévotion, 
no soiemnity ; ali wore their hats, aome were 
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poring OTer ra^ed books» some were talking, 
sonie sieeping, or loQnging, or smoking. V^hile 
I gtood looking^ about me, without exciting the 
smallest attention, I heard at eveiy panse a pro- 
digious chattertng and whispering wnich seemed 
to come from the répons above, and looking ap I 
taw a row of latticed and skreened^galleries, 
where the women were caged up lîke tiie monkies 
^t a ménagerie» and seemed as noisy, as restless, 
and as impatient of confinement : the door-keeper 
offered to introduce me among them, bot I was 
already tired and glad to départ. 

« « « « « m 

We hâve visited the pretty BngHsh bnrîal 
ground, and the tomb of Smollet, which in the 
trae Engiish style» is eut and scratched ail over 
with the names of fools, who think thus to link their 
own insignificance to his immortalitj. We hâve 
also seen whatever else is to be seen, and what 
ail travellers describe s to-morrow we leave Leg- 
hom— -for mjself, without regret : it is a place 
with which 1^ hâve no sympathies, and the hot, 
languid» danîp atmosphère» which depresses the 
spirits and relaxes the nerves, has maae me suf* 
fer ever since we arrived. 

Lucca« _, 

Had I never visited Italy, I think I should ne- 
ver hâve understood the vrord piciureMue. In 
Eogland» we apply it generally to rural objecta 
or natural scenerj, for nothing else in Ëngland ean 
deserve the epithet. Giviuzation» cieftnlinesB, 
and comforty are excellent thiags» knit they are 
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sworn enemies to fbe picturesque : thej hâve ba- 
Biahed it graduaily from car towns, and habita- 
tions, into remote countries» and little nooks and 
corners, where we are obliged to hunt after it to 
find it; but in Italy, the picturesque is evcrj where, 
in every variety of form ; it meets us at every 
tum« in town and in country, at ail times and 
seasons ; the commonest object of every-day life 
hère becomes picturesque, and assumes from a 
thoiisand causes, a certain character of poetical 
interest it cânnot hâve elsewhere. In Ëngland» 
>vhen trayelling in some distant country, we see 
perhaps a craggy hill, a thatched cottage, a mill 
upon/i winding stream, a rosy miikmaid, or a 
smock-frocked labourer whistling after his plough, 
and we exclaim, " how picturesque !" Travel- 
ling in Italy, we see a piny mountain, a little di- 
lapidated village on its declivity, the ruined tem- 
ple of Jupiter or Apollo on its summit; a pea- 
sant with a bunch of roses banging from his hat, 
and singing to his guifar, or a contadina in her 
white veil and scanet petticoat, and we exclaim, 
" how picturesque !" but how différent! Again— 
a tidy drill or a hay cart, with a team of fine 
horses, is a very useful, valuable, civilized ma- 
chine ; but a grape-wagon, reeling under its load 
of purple elusters, and drawn by a pair of oxen in 
their clumsy, ill-contrived harness, and bowing 
their patient heads to the earth, is much more 
picturesque. A spinning wheel is very conveni- 
ent it must be aIlowed,but the distaffandspindle 
are much more picturesque. A snug English vil- 
la, with its shaven lawn, its neat shrubbery, and 
its park, is a delightful thing — ^an Italian villa is 
probably far less confortable^ but with its yine- 
yards, its gardens, its fountains, and statues, is 
far more picturesque. A laundry maid at her 
24 
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wash-tub, îmmerseil in soap-sudsjisavulgaridea, 
though our clothes maj be the better for it. I 
shall never forget the croup of women I saw ai 
Terracina, ivashing thetr linen in a bubbling 
brook as clear as crjstal, which rushed from the 
inountains to the sea— -there weretwentj of them 
at least, grouped with the most ^raceful effect, 
some standing up to the mid-Ieg m the stream, 
others spreading the linen on the sunnj bank, 
some flinging back their long hair, stood shadîng 
their brows with their hands, and gaiing on us as 
we passed : it was a scène for a poet, or a painter, 
or a melo-drama. An Englîsh garden, adorned 
at every turn with statues of the heathen dçities 
(althouçh they were ail but personifications of 
the various attributes of nature,) would be ridi- 
culous. Setting aside the înjurj they must sus- 
tain from our damp, variable climate, they would 
be out ofkeeping with ail around : hère itis alto- 
gether différent; the very air of Italy is embued 
with the spirit of ancien tmythology ; and though 
" thefair humanities of old religion," the Nymphs, 
the Fauns, the Dryads, be banished from tneir 
haunts and live no longer in the faith of reason» 
yet still, whithersoever we turn, some statue, 
some temple in ruins, some fragment of an altar, 
some inscription half effaced, some name haif 
barbarized, recalls to the fancy those forms of 
light, of beauty, of majesty, which poetry created 
to people scènes for which mère humanity was 
not in itself half pure enough, fair enough, bright 
enough. 

Wnat can be more grand than a noble forest of 
Ënglish oak ? or more beautiful than a grove of 
beeches and elms clothed in their rich autumnal 
tints ? or more delicious than an apple orchard în 
fuU bloom? but it is true notwithstanding, that 
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the o)ive, and cypress, and cedan the orange and 
the citron, the ng and pomegranate, the mjrtle 
and the vine, convej a diflTerent, a more luxuriant 
feeling to the mind ; and are assoclated with ideas 
lyhich give to the landscape they adorn a cha- 
racter more delightfullj, more poetically pictu- 
resque. 

When at Lord Grosvenor's or Lord StaSbrd's, 
I ha¥e been seated opposite to some beautiful Ita- 
lian landscape, a Claude or a Pousâin, with a hill 
crowned witti olives, a ruined temple, a group of 
peasants seated on a fallen column, or dancing to 
the pipe and the guitar, and over ail the crimson 

flow of evening, or the violent tints of morning, 
hâve exclaimed with others, " How lovelj ! how 
picturesque, how very poetical !" No one thought 
of saying "How naturaiP^ because it is a style of 
nature with which we are totally unacquainted : 
and if some amateurs of real taste and feeling 
prefer a rural cattle scène of Paul Potter or Cuyp, 
to ali the grand or loveljr créations of Salva- 
tor, or Claude, or Poussin, it is perhaps, because 
the former are associated in their minds with re- 
ality and familiar nature, while the latter appear 
in comparison mère inventions of the painter's 
fertile lancy, mère visionary représentations of 
what may or might exist, but which do not corne 
home to the memory or the mind with the force of 
truth or delighted recollection. So, when I hâve 
been travelling in Italy how often I hâve exclaim- 
ed, '' How iike a picture!" and I remember once 
while contemplating a most glorious sunset from 
the banks of the Arno, I caught myself saying, 
"thisis truly one of Claude's sunsets!" Now 
should I live to see again one of my favourite 
Grosvenor Claudes, I shall probably exclaim. 
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** how natural ! how like what I hâve seen so of- 
ten on the Arno, or from the Monte Pincio!'^ 

And, in conclusion, let it be remembered by 
those wfab are înclined to smile (as I hâve oftén 
done) when travellers fresh from Italj rtwe al- 
most in blank verse, and thinkit ail as unmeaning 
as 

<< Lûtes, buirelfl^ seas of milk, and ahips of ambei !" 

let them recollect tbat it is not alone the viMlé 
picturesque of Italv which thas intoxicates ; it is 
not onlj her fervid skies, her sunsets, which en- 
velope one half of heaven from the horizon to the 
zénith, in living blaze, nor her aoaring pine-clad 
monntains, nor her azuré seas, nor her fields 
*< plooghed bj the snnbeams," nor her gorgeous 
cîties spread out with ail their dômes and towers, 
unobscnred by cloud or vapourfr—but it is some- 
thing more tnan thèse, something beyond, and 
over ail-— 

T he glcam, 
The light that never was on sea or land 
The consécration, and the poet's dream ! 

« « « 4e « « 

Genoa, 30. 

We arrived hère late, and I should not write 
now, weary, sick, and down-spirited as I am, did 
I not know how the impressions of one day efface 
those of the former; and as I cannot sleep, it is 
better to scribble than to think. 

As to describing ail I hâve seen, thought, and 
felt in three days, that were indeed impossible : 
I think I hâve exhausted ail my prose éloquence, 
and ail allowable raptures : so that unless I ram< 
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ble into absolute poetrj, I dare not ulj a word of 
the scenerj around Sarzana and Lerici. After 
spending one evening at Sarzana, in lingering 
tnrou^h green Unes and watching the millions of 
fire Aies, sparkling in the dark sh^de of the trees» 
and lost again in the brilliant moonlight— we left 
it the next morning about sunrise, to embark in a 
felucca at Lerici, as the road between Spezia and 
Sestri is not jet completed. The groves and 
vineyards on each side of the road were fiiled 
with nîghtingales, singing in concert loud enoush 
to overpower the sound of our carriage wheeTs, 
and the whole scène as the sun.rose over it, and 
the purple shadows drew offand disclosed it grad- 
uai! j to the eje, was so enchantin^-^that positive- 
]y I wlli say nothing about it. 

Lerici is a smali fishing town on the gulf of 
Spezia. Hère I met with an adventure which with 
a little exaggeration and embellishment, such as 
no real storj-teller never spares, would make an 
admirable morceau fora quarto tourist; but, in 
simple truth, was brieflj thus. 

While some of our partj were at breakfast and 
the servants and sailors were embarking the car- 
riages and baggage, I sat down to sketch the 
old grej fort on the cliff above the town ; but 
every time I iooked up, the srcene wds so inex- 
pressibly gay and iovely, it was with difficulty and 
reluctance I could turn my eyes down ta my pa- 
per again ; and soon I gave up the attempt, and 
threw awa;^ both paper and pencil. It struck me 
that the view from the castle itself must be a 
thousund times finer than the view of the castle 
from below, and without loss of time I proceeded 
to explore the path leading to it. With some 
fatigue and difficulty, and after losing myself once 
or twice, I reached the top of the rock, and there 
04* 
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a wicket opened into a walled passage eut into 
steps to ease the ascent. I knocked at the ticket 
with three strokes, that beîng the orthodox style 
of demandins; entrance into the court of an en- 
^chanted castfe, using mj parasol instead of a dag- 
ger,* and no one appearing,! entered» and in a few 
moments reached a small paved terrace in front of 
the fortress, defended towards the sea bj a low 
parapet wall. The massj portai was closed, and 
instead of a busle horn hanging at the gâte I foand 
only the handie and fragments of an old bîrch 
broomr which base utensîl I presentlj applied 
to the purpose of a horn, viz. sounding an aiarm, 
and knocked and knocked — but no hoarj>headed 
seneschal nor armed warder appeared at m j sum- 
mons. After a moment's hésitation, I gave the 
door a push with ail my streneth : it yield- 
ed, creaking on îts hinges, and 1 stepped over 
the raised threshold. 1 found myself io a low 
dark vaulted hall which appeared at first to hâve 
no communication with any other chamber ; bat 
on advancing cautiously to the end l found a low 
door in the side, which had once been defended by 
a strong iron grating of which some part remained: 
it led to a flight of stone stairs, which I began to 
ascend slowly, stopping every moment to listen ; 
but ail was still as the grave. On each side of this 
windin^ staircase I peeped into several cham- 
bers, ail solitary and ruinous: more and more 
surprised, I continued to ascend till I put my 
head unexpectedly through a trap door, and found 
myseif on the roof of the tower; it was spacious, 
defended by battlements, and contained tne only 

* with dagg-ers hilt upon the gâte, 
Who knocksso loud and knocks so late .' 

Scott, 
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Btgns of warlike préparation I had jet met with$ 
videliceif two cannons or culvering as thej are 
called, and a pyramidal heap of balls^ rusted bj 
the sea air. 

I sat down on one of the cannon, and leaning 
on the hattlements, survejed the scène aroand^ 
below me, with a feeling of rapture, not a little 
enhanced bj the noveltj and romance of my situa* 
tioo. I was alone — I had no reason to think there 
v^as a single human being within hearing. I was 
at 6uch a vast heîght abovethe town and the shorè, 
that not a sound reached me, exceptan indistinct 
murmur now and then, borne upwards by the 
breeze, and the scream of the sea-fowl as they 
wheeled round and ronnd my head. I looked 
down giddiiy upon the blue sea, ail glowing and 
trembling in the sunshine : and the scenerj 
around me was such, as the dullesteye — thecold- 
est, the most unimaginative soûl, could not hâve 
contemplated without émotion. 1 sat, I know 
not how long, abandoned to rêveries, sweet and 
bitter, till I was startled by footsteps close to me, 
and turning round, I beheld a figure so strange 
and fantastic, and considering the time, place, 
and circumstance, so incompréhensible and extra* 
ordinary, that I was dumb with surprise. It was 
a little spare uld man, with a face and form which 
resembled the anatomy of a baboon, dressed in an 
ample night-gown of flowered silk, which hung 
upon him, as if it had been made for a giant, and 
trailed on the ground, a yard and ahalfbehind 
him. He had no stockings, but on his feet a pair 
of red slippers, turned up in frpnt, like those the 
Turks wear. His beard was grizzled, and on 
his head he wore one of the long many-coloured 
wooUen capsusuall^ worn in this country, with two 
tassels depending from it, which nearly reached 
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his knees. I had full time to examine ihe appear- 
ance and costume of this strange apparition ashe 
stood before me, bowine profoundly, and looking 
as if fright and wonder had depiived him of 
speech. As soon as I had recoyerea from mv first 
amazement, I repHed to every low bow, 1)j as 
low a courtesj, and waited till it should please 
him to begin the parley. 

At len^h he ventured to ask» in bad provincial 
Italian, what I did there ? 

I replied that I was onlj admiring the fine 
prospect. 

He begged to know, '^ corne diavolo,^^ I had got 
there ? 

I assured him I had not got there by any dia- 
holical aid, but had merely walked through the 
door. 

Santi *Sp08toU ! did not my excellency know, 
that accord ing te the laws and reguUtion of war, 
no one could enter the fort, without permission 
first obtained of the governor ? 

I apolosized politely ; and where,said I« is the 
Governor? 

// Govematore son io^per servirlal he replied, 
with a low bow. 

You ! O che bel Cefib ! thought I — and what, 
Signor Governor, is the use of your fort ? 

To défend the b^y and town of Lerici from 
enemies and pirates. 

But, said I, l see no soldiers ; where is the gar- 
rison to défend the fort ? 

The.littlé old man stepped back two steps — 
*' JEccomi /" he replied, spreading his hand on his 
breast, and bowing with dignity. 

It was impossible to make any repljr : I there- 
fore wished the Governor and, Garrison good 
morning ; and disappearing through my trapdoor, 
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I sooQ made my way down to the shore, 'where I 
arrived oui of breath^ and just in tiiue to gtep lato 
our felucca. 



THE LÀMENT OF NINA. 

In vain the sun ghîneth, 

While tbe heart pineth. 
For hope waxeth faint» and the spirit decUneth» 

Affection is over ! 

And who will discover 
Soœe spell of e&cliantmeut to win back a Lover ? 

Ah ! onœ when I preaaed him^ 

And fondiy care^sed him, 
With amiles of deep Ixattiport» he told how I Uqbs- 
edfaim! 

But pleasttre Î8 over ! 

And who will discover, 
Some magi«al »pell to recall a lost lover ! 

O! mmnents of feeling, 

Sueh raptores revealing ! 
But break my prond heart» shame andaorrow con- 
cealing— 

And farewell the rover ! 

He ne'er shall discover 
What anguish Tbear, for a cold hearted lover ! 

Monday. 

« 4^ « « « « 

If there be a time when we most wish for those 
of whom we always thînk, when we most love 
those who are always dearest, it must be on such 
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a delîcîous night as that we pagsed at 8arzans« 
or on Bttch a mornlng as that we spent at Lerici; 
and if there be a time when we least love those we 
alwajs love— least wish for them, least thiak of 
them, it must be in such a moment as the noon- 
tide of yesterdaj— when the dead calm overtook 
us, half way between Lerici and Sestri, and I sat 
în the stern of our felucca, looking with a sort of 
despairing languor over the smooth purple sea, 
whtch scarcelj heaved around us, while tne flap- 
ping sails drooped useless round the masts, and 
the rowers indolentlj leaning on their oars, sung 
in a low and plaintive chortts. I sat hour after 
hour, still and silent, sickening in the sunshine» 
dazzled by its reflection on the water, and 
overcome with deadlj nausea: I believe nothing 
on earth could hâve roused me, at that moment. 
But evening so impatientlj invokedy came at 
last: the sun set, the lastgleamof his<' golden 
path of rays" faded from the waters, the sea as- 
aumed the hue of ink ; the breeze spruug up, and 
our little vessel, with ail its white sails spread, 
glanced like a wild swan over the waves, leaving 
behind '*a moon illumined waJLe.'' Two hours 
after dark, we reached Sestri, where we found 
misérable accommodations ; and after foraging in 
vain for somethin^ to eat, after our day's fast, we 
crept to bed, ail sick, sleepj, hungry, and tired. 

We leave Genoa to-morrow: I can say but Ut- 
ile of it, for I hâve been ill as usual, almost ever 
since we arrived ; and though my little Diary has 
become to me a species of hobby, I hâve lately 
found it fatiguing, even to write ; and the plea- 
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aore and interest it used to aSbrd me» diminUh 
daily. 

Genoa, though fallen, is atill "Genoa the 
Proud :" She is like a noble matron, bloomin^ in 
years, and dignified in decaj: whiie her rival 
Venice, aiways used to remind me of a beautiful 
courtezan repenting in sackcloth and ashes ; and 
mingiing the ragged remuants of former splen- 
dour with the emblems of présent misery, dégra- 
dation and mourniDg. Pursue the train of simili- 
tude, Florence may be likened to a blooming bride 
drest ont to meet her lover $ Naples is like Tas^- 
so's Armida, with ail the allurements of the Sy- 
ren» and ail the terrors of the Sorceress : Rome 
sits crowned upon the grave of her power, widow- 
ed indeed, and desolate, but still, like the queen- 
ly Constance, she maintains the majesty of sor- 
row — 

" Tbis is my tbrone, lets king^ corne bow to it !" 

The coup-d'œil of Genoa, splendid as it 
is, is not equ^l to that of Naples, even setting 
poetical associations aside : it is built Jike a cres- 
cent round the harbour, rising abruptly from the 
margin of the water, which makes the view from 
the sea so beautiful: to the north the hills enclose 
it round like an amphithéâtre. The adjacent 
country is covered with villas, gydens, vine- 
yards, woods, and olive grèves, forming a scène 
most enchanting to the eye and mind, though of a 
character very différent from the savage luxu- 
riance of the south of Italy. 

The view of the city from any of the heights 
around, more particularly from that part of the 
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shore called the Pmieiite, wfiere wb w«re t»*4ij« 
is grand bevond description : on every side the 
church of Carignano is a beaatiAit and alritcnig 
object. 

There ia but oae atreet, praperly w called, m 
6enoa^-^he Stmda Nuova; the othere are Httle 
paved all^B, most of them knpaasaible to carrîa- 
|es, both from tbeîr narrownma aod tbe irrega- 
arity of the groand ob whtch the eîtr ta ftaHt. 

The Strada Ntiova ia formed of a àoubie Hne of 
nagnificent palaces, ameng which the Doria pa- 
lace is conspicuoos. The architectnre ia in ge* 
neral fine; and when not good is atleaal pleas- 
inç : the fronts of the houses are in gênerai gaily 
pamted and staccoed. The beat apartaients are 
usaallj at the topi and the roofs eftea laid oat in 
terraces, or paved witk narble and adomed with 
flowers and shnibs. 

I hâve seen few good pictures hère : the best 
collections are those in the Brignolet and Duzaz- 
zo palaces. In the latter are some stnking pic- 
tures by Spagnoletto for Ribera, as he is called 
hère.) In the Brignolet, the Roman Daaghter, 
bj Guide, struck me most I was aiso pleased 
by some fine pictures of the-Genoese painter Pio- 
ia, who is iittle known beyond Genoa* 

The church of the,Garisnano, which is a minia- 
ture model of St. Peter's, contains Paget's ad- 
mirable statue of St. Sébastian, which Napoléon 
intended to hâve convejed to Paris. 

m * * * * * 

Beautj is no raritj at Genoa : I think I never 
saw s(» many fine women in one place, though I 
hâve seen fîner faces at Rome and Naples than 
anj 1 see hère. The Mezzaro, a veil or shawl 
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thrown over the head and round the shoulders, is 
universai, and is certainly the raost natural and 
becomiog dress which can be worn bj our sex: 
tlie materials differ in fineness, from the most ex* 
quisite lace and the most expensive embroidery, 
to a pièce of chintz or Hnen, but the eSect is the 
same* This costume, which prevaiis more or less 
through ail Ital j, but hère is gênerai, eives some- 
thing of beauty to the plainest face, and something 
of élégance to the most vulgar figure: it can 
make deformity itself look passable ; and when 
worn by a really graceful and beautiful female, 
the effect is peculiarly picturesque and bewitch- 
ine. 

It was a Festa to-day : and we drove slowly 
along the Ponente after dinner. Nothing could 
be more gay than the streets and public walks» 
crowded with holiday people: the women were 
in proportion as six to one; and looked like 
groups dressed to figure in a mélodrame or bal- 
let 

When once we hâve left Genoa behind us» and 
hâve taken our last look of the biue Mediterra- 
nean, I shall indeed feel that we hâve quitted Ita* 
ly. Piémont is not Italy. Cities which are only 
famous for their sièges and fortifications, plains 
only celebrated as fields of battle and scènes of 
blood hâve neither charms nor interest for me. 

On Monday we set offfor Turin: how I dread 
travelling ! and the motion of the carriage, which 
has now become so painful ! Yet a little, a very 
little longer^ and it will ail be over. 
25 
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FAREWELL TO ITALY. 

MIRA IL CIEL OOm'b BKLLO, X MIRA IL SOLS CH'a 
8S PAR OHE If'llfYITIi E NE CONSOLE. 

Farewell to the Land of tke Sonth ! 

Farewell tothelovelj dîme, 
IVhere the sunnj vallej^ smiie in lîght. 

And the pînj monntains climb \ 
Farewell to her bri^ht blue seas ! 
Farewell to her ferrid skies ! 

many and deep are the thonghta which 

crowd 
On the stnking heart» while it ftîghs» 
«< Farewell to the Land of the South !'' 

As the look of a fiice belored, 

Was that bright land to me ! 
It enchanted mj sensé» it snnk on my heart 

Like music's witchery ! 
In erery kindlin^ puise 

1 felt the génial air» 

For Ufe is Ufe in that sunny clime, 
•— 'Tis deiuh of life elsewhere: 
Farewell to the Land of the South 1 

The poet's splendid dreans» 

Hâve hallow'd each grove and hill, 

And the beautiful forma ùt ancient Faith 
Are lingering round us stîlL 

And the spirits of otiier days» 

luTok'd by fancy's spell» 

Are rollea before the kindlins thougfat» 
lY hile we breathe our last Farewell 
To the glorious Land of the South ! 
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A long — ^a last adieu, 

Romatitic Italy ! 
Thou land of beautj, and love, and song. 

As once of the brave and free ! 
Alas ! for thj golden fields ! 
Alas ! for thy classic shore ! 
Alas 1 for thj orange and m jrtle bowers ! 

I shall never behold them more*- 

Ftrewell to the Land of the South ! 



Turin, May 10. 
We arrived hère ycsterday, after a joumey to 
me most trying and painful : l thought at Novi 
and afterwards at Asti, tbat I should hâve been 
obliged to give up and confess my inability to 
proceed ; but we know not what we can bear till 
we prove ourselves; I can live and suffer stilL 

m^ ^ an m ^ * 

I agrée with — who has just Icft me, that 
nothing can be more animatin^ and improving 
than the conversation of intelligent and clever 
men, and that lady society is in gênerai verjfade 
and tiresome: and y et I truly beiîeve tbat no wo- 
man can dévote herself exclusively to the society 
of men without losing some of the best and sweet- 
est characteristics of ker sex. The conversation 
of men of the world and men of gallantry, gives 
insensibility a taint to her mind ; the unceasing 
language of adulation and admiration intoxicates 
the head and perverts the heart: the habit of 
tête-à-têtes, the habit of being always either the 
sole or principal object of attention, of mingling 
in no conversation which is not personal, narrows 
the disposition, weakens the .mind, and renders 
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it incapable of risîng to gênerai views or prîacî- 
pies ; while it so excites the sensés and the iaïa- 
gtnation, that ererj thing else becomes in com- 
parison stale, flat and unprofitable. The Ufe of 
a coquette is verj lîke that of a drankard or an 
opinm eater, and its end is the same — the utter 
extinction of intellect, of cheerfalaess, of gêne- 
rons feeling and of self-respect 

m 
«- * * * » « 

St. Michel, Mondayw— I knew not why I opcD 
mybook» or whj I shonld keep acconnts of times 
and places. I saw nothing of Turin but what I 
beheld from mj wîndow : and as soon as I conld 
travel we set off, crossed Mont Cenia in a storm, 
slept at Lan8>le-bourg, and reached this place 
yesterday, where I am again ï\\, and worae — ^wocse 
than ever. 

Is it not stranee that while life is thus rapidij 
wasting, I should still be so strong to suffer r the 
pang, the agoinr is not less acute at this moment, 
than when, fifteen months ago, the pontard was 
driven to my heart. The cup, thoogh 1 hâve near- 
\y drained it to the last, is not less bitter now 
than when first presented to my lips. But this is 
not well, why indeed should I repme? mine was 
but a common fate ! like a true woman, I did but 
stake roy ail of happiness upon one cast — and 
lost! 

« « « 4^ « «le 

Lyons, 19. 
Good God ! for what purpose do we feel ? why 
wîthin our limited sphère of action, our short and 
imperfect existence hâve we such boundless ca- 
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pacitj for enjoying ftnd sufTerîng P no doubt for 
some good purpose. But I cannot think as I used 
to think; mj ideas are perplexed: it is ail pain 
of heart and confusion oi mmd ; a sensé of bitter- 
ness, and wrong and sorrow, which I cannot ex- 
press, nor jet quite suppress. If tlie cloud would 
but clear awaj that I might feel and see to do 
what is right ! but ail is dark and heavj, and 
vacant : my mind is dull, and my eyes are dim, 
and I am scarce conscious of any tliing around 
me. 

A few days passed hère in quiet, and ktnd Dr. 
P** hâve revived me a little. 

AU the wayfrom Turin I hâve slept almost 
constantly; if that can be called sleep, which was 
rather the stupor of exhaûstion, and left me still 
sensible of what was passing round me. I heard 
voices, tiiough I knew not what they said ; and I 
felt myself moved from place to place, though I 
neither knew nor cared whither. 

mu iHi ma m * ^ 

AU that I hâve seen and heard, ail that I baye 
felt and suflfered, since I left Italy, recalls to my , 
mind that delichtful country. I should regret 
what I hâve leu behind had 1 not outlived aU re- 
grets—but ofie — ^for there, though 

I vainly sought from outward forms to win 

The passion and the life whose fountains are within, 

ail feeling was not yet worn out of my heart : I 
was not then blinded nor stupified by sorrow 
and weakness as I hâve been since. 

There are some places we remember with plea- 
sure, because we hâve been happy there ; others. 
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because eadeared to us as tiie reaûleiice of friends. 
We love our country because it is aur cotmiry $ 
our home because it ishome: London or Paria we 
maj prefer, as comprehendiag ia themseWes^ ail 
the intellectual pleasures« and luxnries of life ; 
but, dear Italj« we love it» simply for its own 
sake ; not as in général, we are attached to places 
and things, but as we love a friend» and the face 
of a friend ; there it was '< luxury to ^e^-^^there 
I would willingly hâve died, if so it might hâve 
pleased God. 

Tiil this evening we hâve not seen a gleam of 
sunshine, nor a slimpse of the blue sky, e&nce we 
crossed Mount CenÎ8« We entered Lyon» diiring 
a small dnzzling raln. The dirty streets, the 
black gloomy-looking honses, the smoking manu- 
factories, and busy looks of the people made me 
think of Florence and Genoa» and their '* fair 
white walls" and princely dômes ; and when in 
the evenins I heard the whining organ which 
some wretcned Savoyard was ^rinding near us, I 
remembered even with émotion the delightful 
voices I heard singing «« Dipiacermi hcdza îTcor^^^ 
under my balcony at Turin— my last recoilection 
of Italy: and to-night, when they opened the 
window to give me air, I felt, on recovering, 
the cold chilT of the nîght breeze ; and as I shiv- 
ered, and shrunk away from it, I remembered the 
delicious and génial softness of our Italian even- 
ings.— 

il» « « « « « 

22. — ^No letters from England. 
New that it is past, I may confess, that till now, 
a faint — ^a very faint hope did cling to my heart 
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l thought it mi^ht hâve been just possible ; but it 
is over now— a// is over ! 

We leave Lyons on Tuesdajr, and travel bv 
short casy stages 5 and they think I may still 
reach Pans. I v/ïW hold up — ^îf possible. 

Yet if they would but lay me down on the road- 
side, and leave me to die in quietness ! to rest is 
ail I ask. 

fl4.-— St. Allnn. We arrived hère yesterday. 

The few sentences whichfollow, are not legîble. 

Four days after the date of the last paragrapb, the writer 
dîed at Autan 'in her 26th year, and was buried in the 
garden of the Capuchin Monastery, near that city. 

Editor. 



THE END. 
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